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Chapter O01 | 


alaxy Legends was one of the latest trending PVP games. 

With its strategic gameplay as well as solo and team battle 
features, the game was an instant favourite among young people 
everywhere. It took the Yanshan University campus by storm 
after a successful marketing campaign and garnered nearly as 
many players as the old classic, Soulless OL. Ling Meng, who 
had got into gaming in his first year in university, earned himself 
a lowly place among the celebrity gamers in Galaxy Legends for 
being an amazing and characterful player. It was a pity that the 
reason behind his popularity wasn’t his great gaming skills. 

These were some of the comments people left on the player 
ranking board about Ling Meng a.k.a. Lemon: 

“Lemon has been stuck in limbo, alternating between the God 
and Diamond tiers for ages. Hes famous for his caustic wit. Play- 
ers who suffer defeat at his hands have been blessed with ‘Lemon 
Daddy's Sendoff ever since the public beta stage. Nobody's escaped 
his tender, loving care.” 

“To persevere is to prevail. Lemon's unchanging tradition of 


mocking the players he's crushed has led to a change of hearts. 
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Droves of players who detested him now adore him. Thus, the 
community of antis of Lemon Daddy was born. Some players have 
even resorted to losing a battle just so they could be blessed with 
Lemon's final parting words.” 

Personally, Ling Meng did not care it was his sharp tongue 
that got him his place among the other big-shot gamers. In fact, 
he had joined an anti group dedicated to him. Watching mem- 
bers create memes out of the stuff he had said and spam the 
group with said memes became a source of daily entertainment 
for him besides gaming. Today, like any other day, Lemon the 
Sharp-tongued logged onto Galaxy Legends. 

[System]The Federation emerged victorious after a fierce 
battle! 

[Federation]Lemon: remember how | look as | leave u in the 
dust. That’s the trail u gotta follow to catch up to me. 

[Empire]GuestA: loool received item [Lemon Daddy's Send- 
off]. Screenshot saved for posterity! 

That was the message that greeted Pi Daya when he got back 
to their dorm room. He was well aware of his roommate's strong 
personality. The gamers on Galaxy Legends, on the other hand, 
continued to confound him. 

“Your opponents must be the only gamers who are happy to 
lose.” 

Ling Meng decided to take that as a compliment. He waited 
for the next match to start. As a part of his daily quest, he only 
had to win three battles to be entitled to a reward. With a clear 
ding, the PVP screen loaded. Mangosteen’s ID stared him in the 
face. 


“Get lost. You got matched with Mangod?” Pi Daya ex- 


Streaming ((e)) 
Chapter 01 


claimed as he got closer, still staring at the monitor. “Are you 
serious? How did this happen?” 

Mangosteen, who had been bestowed the title “Mangod” 
by fans who found his username tediously long, was a top live 
streamer who signed a deal with the live-streaming platform, 
Kat-Fu. Having won himself a horde of male fans with his fan- 
tastic gaming skills and another horde of female fans with his 
mesmerising voice, Mangosteen cemented his position on the 
celebrity ranking board. 

The God tier, the top player tier in Galaxy Legends, only had 
five hundred places. Below that was the Diamond tier, which 
was where Ling Meng’s handle usually lingered. Players referred 
to the feat of moving from the Diamond tier to the God tier 
as “attaining godhood”. Ling Meng was a top player in the Dia- 
mond tier. When the odds were in his favour, he would breeze 
through a couple of victories, all the way to godhood. However, 
the God tier was filled with skilled players. All it took was a few 
battles before he was demoted to the Diamond tier again. Man- 
gosteen, on the other hand, often ranked in the top thirty in the 
national server. Realistically, the odds of them being matched 
for a battle were very low. 

“Beats me. Maybe he hasn’t played much this season.” Ling 
Meng puffed out his cheeks, looking like a hamster with peanuts 
hidden in its cheeks. Pi Daya was of the firm belief that between 
Ling Meng and Mangosteen, the former would have made the 
better live streamer. He would get so animated while gaming 
that a whole set of stickers could be made based on his facial ex- 
pressions. 


The system randomly selected a location, and Ling Meng 
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ended up in Empire territory. He sent the occasional fleet of 
spaceships to bother Mangosteen, but they didn’t call him 
Mangod for nothing. As though he had read Ling Meng’s 
mind, Mangosteen had a shield ready and blocked Ling Meng’s 
units. Then he attacked Ling Meng’s minecarts with a stealth 
unit. With his resource supply disrupted, Ling Meng’s progress 
slowed to a snail’s pace. He decided to wing it and sold off every- 
thing to buy more units. This was what Mangosteen had been 
waiting for. His mothership sneaked to the rear of Ling Meng’s 
forces and finished the opponent off. 

The battle ended with a breezy victory for Mangosteen. As 
the huge icon for defeat appeared on the black and white screen, 
Pi Daya snickered after witnessing the entire battle. “Let’s see 
you keep up your smug act! You're about to lose your title ‘Lem- 
on Daddy” 

“No biggie.” Ling Meng was unfazed. “I was up against a top 
player. It makes perfect sense that a nobody like me should lose 
the match. It’s hardly embarrassing.” 

“A nobody? You? You sure about that?” 

“Of course. I know who he is. You think he knows who I 
am?” 

The system notification popped up then. 

[System]The Federation emerged victorious after a fierce 
battle! 

As usual, Ling Meng pressed the “Enter” key to switch to the 
chat window. 

[Empire]Lemon: you're too OP uwu 

“Oh my god.” Once again, Pi Daya found himself stupefied 


by Ling Meng’s lack of shame. “How are you so calm acting so 
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cutesy?” 

“Come on, Mangod’s not gonna bother remembering a no- 
body like me.” 

There was a loud slam as the door swung open and hit the 
wall. One of Ling Meng’s classmates, who stayed in the room 
across the corridor, burst into the room. He slumped against the 
door and started laughing like a madman. 

“What the hell are you on?” Ling Meng scoffed. 

The guy simply pointed at Ling Meng, snickering. “You're 
too OP uwu!” 

Ling Meng froze in shock. 

“Didn't you know? Mangod was streaming your match.” 

Ling Meng was flabbergasted. A few seconds passed, he 
wailed, dashed out of his room and into the room across the 
corridor. His classmate was watching Mangosteen’s live stream, 
alongside tens of thousands of viewers. In fact, the live stream 
looked set to hit 100,000 viewers. Now that the match had 
ended, the live stream screen was loading. In the meantime, 
everyone was posting danmu. The same string of words scrolled 
across the screen: 

“You're too OP uwu” 

“You're too OP uwu” 

“You're too OP uwu” 

Ling Meng was seized by a sudden, intense desire to strangle 
the oh-so mighty Mangod. Why the hell was a God tier player 
live streaming a 1V1 battle against a Diamond tier player? Was 
there a point in doing that? 

The Mangosteen VS Lemon video went viral the next day. 


Ling Meng couldn't help himself from checking it out. Mango- 
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steen sure had some crazy fans who started fanboying and fan- 
girling and filling the screen with danmu as soon as the streamer 
started talking. 

“Sorry, guys. I’ve been busy with school and hardly played 
any qualifying matches. I know I’m a few weeks late on the 
stream I promised you. Since I’ve got time today, I'll stream a 
daily 1V1. Hope you don't mind the player tier.” 

Ling Meng wanted to punch someone. Sure, the Diamond 
tier was no God tier, but it was still the second highest tier in 
the game that most players could not even reach. What a snob! 

There was a brief moment spent in waiting before his own 
adorable avatar appeared on the battle screen. 

“Here’s my opponent for Round 1...” 

Ling Meng swore Mangosteen paused momentarily before 
letting out a soft laugh. He had his headset on—he could almost 
feel Mangosteen’s imaginary breath brushing his ear. He shiv- 
ered. 

The viewers started flooding the screen with danmu again. 

“Yooooo00o Lemon Daddy!!!" 

“Congrats! You got matched with Lemon Daddy!” 

“| know they're both real people so why does it feel like 
some kinda RP crossover?” 

“| guess their gaming styles so diff, its like they're playing 
two completely diff games /shrug” 

“Am | the only one praying that Lemon comes out on top 
this time? | wanna know what he'll say to Mangod if he wins.” 

“Hoping that he comes out on top ‘this time’ implies that 
he’s been bottoming all this while.” 


What the hell were they going on about? The minds of the 
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viewers watching Mangosteen’s live stream were downright 
filthy. It made sense though. Like celebrity, like fan. 

However, instead of commenting on Lemon, Mangosteen 
got into the zone as soon as the match started. “When it comes 
to daily 1V1, both parties tend to want to end the battle ASAP. 
I bet my opponent's gonna launch an attack at the start of the 
battle.” 

Ling Meng watched as Mangosteen set up a shield with a few 
smooth clicks and upgraded stealth on the tech skill tree. 

“The rate at which he’s deploying units suggests that he 
doesn’t have sufficient resources left to build anti-stealth radar. 
Players of this level shouldn’t be making such amateur mistakes. 
There's a possibility that he’s set an ambush for me in the mining 
sector and is waiting for me to take the bait. Let’s see if that’s the 
case.” 

A minute later, Mangosteen destroyed Lemon’s minecart 
without losing a single HP. 

“Maybe it was a gift,” Mangod surmised. 

The screen was flooded with “LOL” and “LMAO”. 

“Does being in the proximity of Lemon the Sharp-tongued 
grant u a debuff that deals sarcasm?” 

“The Mangod | know would never say that!” 

“Might be a measly minecart but its the thought that 
counts.” 

Mangosteen appeared unaffected by the comments. “He 
could choose to retreat to a defensive position and draw out 
the battle, but a 1V1 isn’t worth all that effort. He'll probably 
launch an all-out offensive.” 


He deployed a scout and—bingo. Lemon was dismantling 
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all his buildings, saving his base and dockyard, and spending all 
the resources he got in return on building his forces. In hind- 
sight, Lemon had done everything that Mangosteen had said he 
would like a good soldier following orders, as if Lemon was the 
one who had live streamed his game instead. 

Mangosteen placed all his units at the frontline and ex- 
plained, “Players like this tend to go on the offensive and usually 
prefer to launch frontal assaults.” 

Once again, the screen was flooded with comments, this time 
gushing over how amazing Mangosteen was. 

“Are u saying players like u prefer to penetrate from the 
rear?” 

Mangosteen didn’t deny the statement. In fact, he did the ex- 
act opposite. “Depends on who I’m penetrating.” 

The viewers filled the screen with suggestive exclamations like 
“Oooooh”. 

Ling Meng was right. Trashy celebrities attracted trashy fans. 
Live streamers like Mangosteen were rotten apples spoiling the 
Galaxy Legends community. 

Ling Meng watched as Mangosteen successfully predicted 
and thwarted his act of desperation while deploying his moth- 
ership and sending it to the rear of Ling Meng’s forces so that 
they ended up being surrounded. He crushed Ling Meng with- 
out breaking a sweat. There could not be an easier victory. The 
danmu on the screen sang Mangosteen’s praises while viewers 
bombarded Mangosteen with gifts. 

“A complete massacre as always. Mangod has no mercy” 

“Lemon Daddy gon call the cops on you!” 


“Hello, sir, i'd like to report a hate crime” 
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“lL wanna know what Lemon Daddy's feeling right now” 

“Achievement unlocked: received [Lemon Daddy's Ass on a 
Silver Platter]” 

Ling Meng heard Mangosteen’s voice ringing through his 
headset as his Empire base was blown to smithereens. “Honest- 
ly, those who manage to reach the Diamond tier are all decent 
players. He just wasn’t performing at his best.” 

Ling Meng scoffed at the insincere attempt to explain his 
loss. 

“Looking forward to Lemon Daddy's last words” 

“| don't think he does that often? He usually runs asap 
whenever he loses” 

“The guy's made too many enemies. Prolly doesn't want a 
taste of his own medicine” 

“I'm more interested in Mangod's parting message” 

“Mangod, plz avenge those of us who've been constantly 
mocked by Lemon!” 

“Yes! Do it for me!” 

“+9000!” 

Danmu filled the screen once more, warning of the upcoming 
climax. The next moment, Ling Meng saw the parting message 
he deeply regretted leaving. 

[Empire]Lemon: you're too OP uwu 

Mangosteen seemed surprised, pausing for a second, then 
burst out in laughter. Ling Meng didn’t have to keep watching 
to know what happened next. With a heavy heart, he closed the 
window. 

Ling Meng went viral overnight. Galaxy Legends players 


would post the exact same comments under his social media 
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posts—youre too OP uwu. 

His helpful reply to a newbie’s question on a gaming forum 
spawned a comment thread spanning over a hundred nested 
comments that all went—you7e too OP uwu. 

While lurking in the anti group dedicated to him, he saw the 
same meme posted and reposted countless times—you7e too OP 
uw. 

Even while lurking on the university forum, he found himself 
subjected to ridicule in comments that went—you re too OP 
uw. 

Ling Meng was bombarded with that phrase wherever he 
went. He had done nothing to Mangosteen. The guy hadn’t 
begrudged him anything either—he had simply thrashed Ling 
Meng through sheer skill. If anything, Ling Meng was the idiot 
who hadn’t thought before speaking, and he couldn’t blame 
Mangosteen for the backlash. He could only suffer the conse- 
quences of his actions in silence. 

In the following days, Pi Daya would hear Ling Meng singing 
loudly on the balcony in the middle of the night. “The night is 
cold, I stand in the snow...” 

It took a few days before things got better. Some continued 
to post that same comment under his posts, and those com- 
ments would inevitably start trending, but fortunately, Ling 
Meng had learnt to ignore them. 

Soon, it was the last day of the season. Ling Meng just need- 
ed to win one more battle to reach godhood and earn a season 
medal. Unfortunately, he got randomly matched with Man- 
gosteen again. He must have been cursed. Wasn’t Mangosteen 


one of the top players in the game? What was he doing in the 
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Diamond tier? Did he enjoy thrashing players who were not as 
skilled as he was? 

There was one thing he must find out before the battle start- 
ed. 

[Federation]Lemon: are u streaming rn? 

[Empire]Mangosteen: make a guess 

Ling Meng sulked and gave his screen the finger. It didn’t 
matter that Mangosteen couldn’ see it. It was the thought that 
counted. He ended up suffering yet another humiliating defeat, 
walking right into the trap Mangosteen had laid for him, be- 
cause he had been too desperate to win. As they said, when you 
try to have everything, you end up with nothing. 

This time, the cool and aloof Mangosteen who hardly spoke 
in-game broke character and left Ling Meng with a parting mes- 
sage. 

[Empire]Mangosteen: too OP for you 

A furious Ling Meng swept his keyboard off the table, send- 
ing it crashing to the floor. 

People started commenting on various social media platforms 
again, this time, it was Mangosteen’s parting message—too OP 
for you. 

Ling Meng was bombarded with the same phrase all day. He 
could hear it in his head as he read his advanced math textbook. 
As the season came to an end, Ling Meng sadly remained in 
the Diamond tier and didn’t get a medal either. Of course, he 


blamed it all on Mangosteen. 


When the new season began, Ling Meng decided to buck up 
so that he could finally thrash Mangosteen and get payback. De- 


-j1- 


@eyYou're. 
Too OP/= 
spite not being a fan of live streaming, he signed up for a Kat- 
Fu account and lurked online, waiting for Mangosteen’s streams. 
He would hop on even before the moderator did. When Man- 
gosteen wasn't streaming, he spent his time studying videos of 
Mangosteen’s plays so that he could understand his tactics like 
the back of his own hand. After all, one had to know his enemy 
before he could crush them. Ling Meng spent entire days on the 
videos. In fact, he couldn’t even spare a moment to snark back 
when Pi Daya teased that he had fallen in love with Mango- 
steen. Ihe gamer’s voice was all that he could hear ringing in his 
head. 

Ling Meng’s obsession led to a strange but regular sight on 
campus—that of a student staring at his mobile phone, head 
bowed as he made his way towards wherever he was headed, as 
if a pair of invisible feelers were pulling him towards his destina- 
tion. 

The same sight could be spotted on this day. Ling Meng was 
on his way to Canteen 2 when he crashed into someone, smack- 
ing his forehead red on that person’s chest. 

“Sorry, Ling Meng said, touching his own forehead. 

The other guy glanced at the screen of Ling Meng’s phone. 
“Don't worry about it.” 

A shiver snaked down Ling Meng’s spine when he heard the 
guy's voice. He had spent days listening to Mangosteen’s live 
streams and now knew the streamer’s voice better than his own. 
He would have recognised it even if it had been put through a 
voice changer. 

Pi Daya turned around when he realised that Ling Meng had 


stopped in his tracks. “Something wrong, Mengmeng?” 
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Ling Meng shook himself out of his stupor and whipped 
around. The guy was long gone. 

“Hey!” Pi Daya walked up to him and slapped him on the 
shoulder. “Earth to Mengmeng. Let’s go grab lunch.” 

Ling Meng clutched his roommate's arm. “That was Mango- 
steen!” 

“Do you hear yourself?” Pi Daya threw him an odd look. 
“There's no way Mangosteen’s a student here. Have you finally 
gone crazy from watching too many of his streams?” 

Ling Meng had been so certain, but he wasn’t so sure now. 
“Has he ever turned his camera on during streams?” 

“Never.” 

Not that it mattered, really. Ling Meng hadn't caught a good 
look at the guy’s face anyway. 


Ling Meng couldn’t get rid of the niggling thought that 
Mangosteen might have been a student at Yanshan, so he start- 
ed gathering evidence that might support his claim. Although 
Mangosteen hardly talked about his personal life during live 
streams, Ling Meng managed to get something useful after some 
poking and prodding. 

For example, while Mangosteen was riding the high from 
multiple victories, Ling Meng sneaked in a comment. 

“Got a bun from Canteen 2 tonight. Bit into it and found 
nuts and orange paste in it. Almost threw up. It was that bad.” 

Mangosteen saw the comment and laughed. “Is that a uni- 
versal law? That all buns sold at Canteen 2 of every campus 
taste bad? Personally, I’ve had one with chilli and scholar flower 


paste.” 
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Which was pertinent information. The path leading up to 
Canteen 2 was lined with scholar trees. When the flowers were 
in bloom, Ling Meng had once caught the canteen staff picking 
and putting them into empty crates. The Scholar’s Feast event 
that soon followed was swiftly met with a flood of complaints 
on the school forum. 

Ling Meng was almost 100 percent sure that Mangosteen 
was a student attending Yanshan University. His belief was later 
cemented when he heard the siren of an ambulance from out- 
side his window and from his headset during yet another one of 
Mangosteen’s live streams. In fact, he bet Mangosteen was stay- 
ing in the same block of dormitories where he was. 

Meanwhile, something was happening on the game’s national 
server. Diamond-tiered players who had long suffered Lemon’s 
caustic wit noticed they no longer saw him around as much. 
Instead, a new player had emerged in the God tier—one who 
relentlessly ridiculed the opponents he defeated. 

[Empire]Lemon: come to daddy 

[Federation]GuestB: ?7?? 

[System]The Empire emerged victorious after a fierce bat- 
tle! 

[Empire]Lemon: r u drowning in ur daddy’s sweet sweet 
love yet? 

[Federation]GuestB: imma report you for using a cheat 

[Empire]Lemon: lol dun need that to beat u. now shoo 

Armed with the tips and tricks that Mangosteen had im- 
parted through his live streams, Ling Meng outdid himself and 
got a spot in the Top 300 in the first half of the season. The 


feat silenced many who had ridiculed him for failing to achieve 
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godhood time and again. Lemon wasn’t a player who was stuck 
in limbo between the Diamond and God tiers anymore, and he 
was sorely missed by the Diamond-tiered players. Funny posts 
began popping up on the forum. 

“It's been three days since Lemon Daddy’s gone to the oth- 
er side. | miss him” 

“The Diamond tier’s not the same without Lemon Daddy” 

“| lost my daddy. These diamonds mean nothing to me 
now” 

“Top 500 players finally get a taste of Lemon Daddy and 
his ultimate sendoff. Warning: image heavy turn on wifi!” 

“[Serious] Is it just me or Lemon Daddy's recent play is sim- 
ilar to Mangod's?” 

The serious post got buried within minutes while the post 
that served as an archive of Lemon Daddy’s Sendoffs in the God 
tier was gradually flooded with screenshots that became a testa- 
ment to Lemon’s drastic improvement in skill. People started a 
serious discussion speculating what Lemon did to suddenly up 
his game this much, from using bots to hiring another human to 
play for him. 

Ling Meng angrily muted the post, then reported it for being 
“not serious at all”. 

Since he had been listening to Mangosteen’s live streams reli- 
giously, he knew that Mangosteen had made it to the top of the 
ranking board this season, meaning there was a great likelihood 
that they might be matched for battle again now that he had 
also reached godhood. To increase his odds, Ling Meng made 
sure he was online when Mangosteen was too. 


His efforts did not go to waste. Soon, he saw a familiar avatar 
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pop up on his screen. This was his chance to find out who Man- 
gosteen was in real life. 

To Ling Meng’s surprise, Mangosteen struck up a conversa- 
tion first. 

[Empire]Mangosteen: hey 

Ling Meng knew that Mangosteen was streaming right now, 
but he decided to ask anyway. 

[Federation]Lemon: r u streaming? 

[Empire]Mangosteen: make a guess 

[Federation]Lemon: ill know what ur doing if i join ur stream 

[Empire]Mangosteen: go ahead 

[Federation]Lemon: don't get ahead of yourself. daddy lem- 
on's a changed man 

[Empire] Mangosteen: oh really? we'll see 

[Federation]Lemon: lets up the stakes 

[Empire]Mangosteen: sure. what's the wager? 

{[Federation]Lemon: heard ur in uni. u got a pharmacy on 
campus? 

Mentioning the pharmacy was a calculated move. Ling 
Meng’s dormitory had a pharmacy downstairs. 

[Empire]Mangosteen: yeah ofc? 

[Federation]Lemon: if u lose, u have to buy sanitary pads 
from the pharmacy, take a pic and post it. deal? 

The number of viewers watching Mangosteen’s live stream 
reached a record high. More were joining the live stream after 
hearing about the upcoming match between Mangosteen and 
Lemon. Nobody wanted to miss out on the show. 

[Empire]Mangosteen: there's no kick in that. if you lose, you 


have to buy condoms. deal? 
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Ling Meng was momentarily confused. Were condoms even 
sold at the pharmacy? 

[Federation]Lemon: sounds like a bad deal for me 

[Empire]Mangosteen: if 1 lose, i'll livestream myself doing 
the forfeit 

Judging from the danmu flooding the screen, everyone 
switched camps instantly after Mangosteen said that. 

“Pls win this fight, Lemon Daddy!” 

“Lemon Daddy, u've been charged with the utmost duty of 
getting Mangod'’s face on camera for the first time evaaaa!!” 

“If Mangod livestreams himself getting pads, I’m giving 
away 50 supply packs!” 

“We all be rooting for Lemon tonight!” 

Lemon stared at the last danmu on the screen, then smashed 
the “Enter” key. 

[Federation]Lemon: deal 

Ling Meng immediately closed the Kat-Fu app on his phone. 
He was going to beat Mangosteen fair and square, not by steal- 
ing peeks at his opponent's live stream. 

The match started with the wail of a battle horn. Ling Meng 
didn’t rush ahead like he used to. Instead, slow and steady, he 
began to build up his economy. Intrigued by the protracted 
absence of Ling Meng’s units on the horizon, Mangosteen 
deployed a scout to do some recon. Luckily, Ling Meng had 
upgraded his anti-recon facilities as soon as he could. He found 
the scout and pinned the unit to the ground. 

“U got dirt in your face, ya big disgrace!” 

Mangosteen grimaced as he eyed the danmu on his screen. 


The peanut gallery had started singing. 
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“You guys seriously want me to lose this match, don’t you?” 

“Dun blame us for switching sides when u've dangled such 
a tempting forfeit in our faces” 

“We'd be cheering for u still if you'd agreed to show ur face 
for winning the match” 

Mangosteen chatted lazily with his viewers as he set up his 
formation. His attitude was worlds apart from that of Ling 
Meng, who was treating the match with deadly seriousness. 
Since he had watched endless replays of Mangosteen’s battles, he 
knew Mangosteen like the back of his hand. Everyone had their 
strengths as well as weaknesses— Mangosteen was no exception. 
Ling Meng planned to exploit his newfound knowledge of 
Mangosteen and take him by surprise. 

First, he staged an ambush and pretended to target Man- 
gosteen’s resources. While Mangosteen was distracted by the 
attack, he sneakily jammed his radar frequencies and deployed 
a fleet to attack Mangosteen’s nuclear station. The successful 
attack considerably slowed down the pace at which Mangosteen 
could build up his forces. Ling Meng did not seize the chance 
to mount an attack and instead used the extra time to collect 
resources and expand his fleet. 

Mangosteen started to take the match seriously after he found 
himself at a disadvantage. He knew that it wasn’t luck that got 
Ling Meng his godhood this season, but he didn’t realise how 
much Ling Meng had improved as a player. It was almost as if he 
were a different person. Longer stretches of silence filled the live 
stream, accompanied by fewer danmu. Everyone was focused 
on the match. Gone was the excitement over the wager the two 


players had set. 
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Multiple scouts were deployed from both sides before Ling 
Meng launched an unexpected attack. Mangosteen’s troops were 
no match for his massive forces and were forced to retreat, leav- 
ing behind facilities they had no time to dismantle and which 
Lemon's spies converted for their own use. 

“He’s made improvements. Huge ones.” Mangosteen sounded 
surprised. 

“Did Mangod just call Lemon Daddy huge?” 

“The world finally remembers the horrors of being pwned 
by Lemon Daddy” 

“That's Lemon Daddy for u! The OG!” 

Mangosteen couldn't be bothered to answer the inflammato- 
ry comments while he was maxing out his nuclear fission tech 
skill tree. 

“What if I don’t wanna show my face on camera?” 

“Is Mangod gonna go against his word? Don't u care about 
ur reputation, Mangod?” 

“A good man accepts his defeat with grace!” 

An alert flashed red on Mangosteen’s screen, warning that 
his main space station was under attack. Besides embarking on a 
frontal assault, Ling Meng had launched a flanking manoeuvre 
with two smaller squadrons. 

Ling Meng knew he was going to win. At this rate, the Em- 
pire base would be obliterated within thirty seconds. Mango- 
steen must have given up on defending it, thinking all attempts 
at saving himself futile. Out of the three times they had met 
in battle, this was the first time Ling Meng was winning, not 
to mention he had his pride on the line this time. The excite- 


ment he felt was electric. He could feel his palm sweating as he 
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gripped the mouse. 
“Oh my god. Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god. You're gon- 
na win. Mengmeng, you're doing it!” Pi Daya was also shaking 


with excitement. 

“Go for it, Lemon Daddy! U DA BOSS" 

“Make us proud, Daddy!” 

Everyone watching Mangosteen’s live stream was also cheer- 
ing for Lemon. 

Meanwhile, Mangosteen found himself staring at a pitch- 
black screen with no radar capabilities or scouts. The Federation 
base was like a black box to him. 

“What should I do?” Mangosteen moved the cursor aimlessly 
across the screen. “Let’s just wing it. How about here?” 

“TU livestream myself eating shit if he hits the base!” 

“Fingers crossed.” Mangosteen clicked his mouse. 

Ling Meng stared at the Empire base’s HP as it plummeted. 
Just as it was nearing zero, the in-game camera shook. The visu- 
als turned black and white, and the icon for defeat appeared on 
the screen. 

Ling Meng stared dumbfoundedly at the monitor, unsure of 
what just happened. 

“Hey, Mengmeng. I think your base got nuked,” Pi Daya said 
meekly as he pointed at a particular spot on the screen. 

Ling Meng’s head snapped up. “How did he manage to do 
that?” 

Ling Meng had destroyed Mangosteen’s radar capabilities. 
His base should have been a black box to Mangosteen. Yet, his 
opponent had managed to drop a nuclear bomb right on his 


base without knowing where it was. Impossible. 
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Pi Daya shrugged. “A lucky guess, maybe?” 

“That was lucky.” Mangosteen lifted his hand from his mouse, 
sank into his chair and started rotating his tired wrists. That had 
been one tough battle. 

“whut” 

“What. The. Hell.” 

“ru kidding me???” 

“u must be blessed by god” 

“Where's the guy who was gonna eat shit live. U still on- 
line, bro?” 

As tension slowly eased from his body, Mangosteen started 
reading the danmu flooding his stream. Everyone was awestruck 
by his incredible luck. Unbeknownst to them all, he had done 
some calculations and made some bold conjectures as the clock 
counted down the final ten seconds to his defeat. Dropping the 
bomb at the location he had chosen was a huge gamble, but it 
was a calculated one with a thirty percent chance of success. 

[Empire]Mangosteen: ggwp 

Ling Meng smashed the keys furiously as he typed out his re- 
ply. 

[Federation]Lemon: im a man of my word. ill do it right now 


A shady guy walked into the pharmacy on campus, head 
tucked under the shadow of his hood, concealing everything 
but a pair of eyes. 

The cashier eyed the customer warily, just in case he was up 
to no good. He watched as the guy wandered through the store 
without picking up a single item. Growing certain that he was 


right about the guy, the cashier tensed up as the guy made his 
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way towards the counter. Maybe he wasn’t aiming for the shelves 
but the cash register instead. 

“Ehem, excuse me, I’m looking for... uh, you know...” 

“No, I don’t know.” There was an edge of caution to his voice. 

The guy sneaked a few looks around him before blurting out, 
“You know. Durex. Or Jissbon.” 

The cashier gave the guy a long, hard stare. 

“Sir, this isa pharmacy. On a university campus.” 

Ling Meng cursed inwardly. Mangosteen had taken him for 
a ride! He bailed immediately. As soon as he stepped out of the 
pharmacy, he pulled his phone out and sent a direct message to 
Mangosteen on social media. 

Lemon: what the hell. the campus pharmacy doesn’t sell 
condoms. u played me. 

Mangosteen: i never told you where you had to get the 
condoms from 

Ling Meng stared at his phone and replayed the conversation 
he had had with Mangosteen earlier. The streamer was right. 
He had never said anything about the campus pharmacy. Ling 
Meng felt like such an idiot. 

“Mengmeng!” yelled someone from the building in front of 
him. Ling Meng looked up. Who else could it be but his stupid 
roommate? 

“Mengmeng!” Pi Daya shouted so loudly that everyone in the 
vicinity could hear him. “Did you get the ribbed ones or dotted 
ones?” 


If looks could kill, Pi Daya would be dead right now. That 


1 In China, condoms are generally not sold on campus. 
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idiot! 

People started peering out of their windows out of curiosity. 
The thought that Mangosteen could be among them made Ling 
Meng want to choke someone. He raised his hands and gave Pi 
Daya a nice pair of birds. 

He decided to get a pack of condoms from an adult store 
off-campus. After all, he had nothing more to lose at this point. 
He held up the pack of Durex against his personal homepage on 
the monitor, took a picture, and posted it on social media. 

@Lemon: im a man of my word @Mangosteen [image] 

Mangosteen reposted it immediately. 

@Mangosteen: TIL i have a hand fetish//Lemon: im a 
man of my word @Mangosteen [image] 

The suggestive repost led to a series of comments that echoed 
a strangely similar sentiment. 

@FanA: its sad we didnt get to see mangod’s face but at 
least we got to see lemon daddy’s pretty hands 

@FanB: somebody gets rid of that annoying pack of con- 
doms. nobody’s here to see that 

@Fanc: just livestream your hands lemon daddy pretty 
plssssss 

@FanD: such pretty hands don’t belong on a keyboard. 
they’re better off around a [eggplant] 

The conversation got derailed quickly. Nobody cared that 
Ling Meng had risked utter humiliation for a pack of condoms. 
The night ended with him shoving the pack into the deepest 
corner of his drawer. He did end up with quite a few more fol- 
lowers though, so the money spent on condoms was money well 


spent. 
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However, Ling Meng was not going to take his defeat lying 
down. He had been so close to winning. It was sheer luck that 
won Mangosteen his victory. Ling Meng swore that he was go- 
ing to find out who Mangosteen was in real life. If he couldn't 
beat him in the game, maybe he could do it in the real world. 
He recalled the guy from the other day and how much his 
forehead had hurt smacking into his chest. Then he gave himself 
a good look in the mirror—a guy who had never exercised a day 
in his life. He probably couldn't take Mangosteen in a fight in- 
real-life. 
Of course, he was still going to suss out Mangosteen’s true 
identity. Online wagers hadn’t worked, but maybe he could do 


something offline. 


“What? You wanna run a Galaxy Legends tournament?” Pi 
Daya exclaimed after hearing Ling Meng’s plan. 

“That's right. If Mangosteen joins, I’ll be able to find out who 
he is. ’ll know when I see him play.” 

“Are you crazy?” Pi Daya stared at Ling Meng. The look in his 
eyes spoke volumes about what he thought about Ling Meng’s 
strange fixation with Mangosteen. “Where are you going to 
hold it?” 

“Among the dorm students. The tournament's online.” 

“How about sponsors?” 

Ling Meng pulled something out of his pocket and tossed it 
onto the table. Those who didn’t know him might have expect- 
ed it to be impressive, like a black card issued by a Swiss bank or 


something. 


“This should do it!” 
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Pi Daya stared at the meal card on the table and rolled his 
eyes. “Do you even have any credit on that?” 

Ling Meng’s eyes were shifty. “You could buy a month’s worth 
of buns from Canteen 2 with that.” 

“Your nudes are probably worth more.” 

Ling Meng thought about it. “That option remains on the 
table.” 

Pi Daya rolled his eyes again. 

After some time, Ling Meng finally decided on the prizes. 
The first prize was going to be Ling Meng’s meal card; the sec- 
ond, a picture of him in his birthday suit; and the third, a hun- 
dred in-game credits—sponsored by Pi Daya, who found the 
entire thing ridiculous and decided to do something about it. 
There were also twelve prizes for participation—the twelve Du- 
rex condoms in Ling Meng’s drawer, lovingly packed into twelve 
separate gift bags. 

Ling Meng posted the announcement of the first Galaxy 
Legends tournament at Yanshan University under his username 
Lemon. Surprisingly, it caught the interest of several students. 
Ling Meng created a messaging group and added the players 
who had signed up for the tournament. Messages started flood- 
ing the group within seconds. 

“We just wanna witness Lemon Daddy's prowess!” 

“Understandable LOL Mengmeng is the best after all!” 

“STOP calling me that!” 

Pi Daya didn’t stop. Soon, everyone forgot all about the hip 
nickname that Ling Meng used to go by. Gone were the days of 
people calling him Lemon Daddy. Instead, he had to suffer the 


humiliation of his new term of endearment every day. 
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“Mengmeng, we'll be facing off each other for the first 
round. Pls be gentle with me.” 

“Too bad we're not in the same bracket. I'll see ya in the 
quarterfinals, Mengmeng!” 

“Ul be cheering for you, Mengmeng!” 

“SHUT UPI!” 

This was all Pi Daya’s fault. Ling Meng told him that he was 
going to sell him for parts as payback. 

“Mengmeng...” 

Ling Meng glared at his roommate. 

“Ehem, Lemon Daddy, I’ve made a list of the competitors 
and divided them into different brackets. Here.” 

Ling Meng gave the list a quick look. A particular username 
was missing. 

“Mangosteen didn’t sign up for the tournament like you said 
he would. Maybe you miscalculated.” 

Ling Meng was not discouraged. “He’s a celebrity. He’s not 
going to sign up under his main handle. ‘That's just asking to be 
mobbed on campus. If he did sign up for the tournament, he 
would’ve done it with a secondary handle. Doesn't matter. As 


soon as he starts playing, I'll know it’s him!” 


Ling Meng breezed through the tournament rounds like he 
knew he would. He had set himself a high bar by deciding that 
he was going to defeat Mangosteen and worked hard to achieve 
his goal, leaving other players trailing in the dust. There weren’t 
many players at Yanshan who could beat him, so Ling Meng 
passed the group stage easily, coasted through the quarterfinals 


and semifinals, and qualified for the finals. His smooth progres- 
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sion was marred by just one thing—he didn’t run into any play- 
ers who could have been Mangosteen. 

For the final match, Ling Meng was going to face off a fourth- 
year student called Man Guoding who was staying in the block 
next to his. 

Team 7 Ling Meng: @Team 1 Man Guoding u ready for 
tomorrow’s finals? lmk if u cant make it 

Team 1 Man Guoding: i'm all set, mengmeng. i'll be there 

Team 7 Ling Meng: STOP CALLING ME THAT 

Team 1 Man Guoding: sure, mengmeng 

Mengmeng’s Roomie: just give up mengmeng. dont wor- 
ry, this is just between you and us. ur still Lemon daddy out 
there but in here, u will forever be our mengmeng [heart] 

Team 7 Ling Meng: somebody’s sick of living i see 

Team 1 Man Guoding: [you’re too OP uwu.gif] 

Team 7 Ling Meng: nobody’s allowed to post that here! 

Mengmeng’s Roomie: [you’re too OP uwu.gif]+1 

Team 5 Player A: [you’re too OP uwu.gif]+1 

Team 3 Player B: [you’re too OP uwu.gif]+1 

Suddenly, a message popped up. 

The Administrator has banned everyone from posting in 


the group. 


The finals kicked off without a hitch. Ling Meng was assigned 
to the Empire. The account Man Guoding was using had been 
recently created and was clearly not his main account. Its battle 
log consisted only of battles he had taken part in for the tourna- 
ment. 


[Empire]Lemon: whats ur main handle? 
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[Federation]Apple: make a guess 

Man Guoding’s reply sounded eerily familiar. 

[Empire]Lemon: if i win, tell me 

[Federation]Apple: sure. reserve a slot in your friends list 
for me 

The match began. Ling Meng kept a close eye on Man 
Guoding’s every move. It took him less than ten minutes into 
the match to find himself at the edge of his seat. Man Guoding 
was making the same strategic choices and playing exactly how 
Mangosteen would, as if he was using moves straight out of 
Mangosteen’s playbook. 

This might be the match where Ling Meng finally pinned 
down who Mangosteen was. It was an electrifying thought. Ling 
Meng began exercising more caution as he played. He couldn't 
afford to make any mistakes. He tried to sneak to the rear of 
Man Guoding’s units and mount an ambush. Skirmishes broke 
out as they fought over ore-laden territories on the asteroid, and 
the match became a protracted battle dragged out over several 
hostile encounters. 

Ling Meng was convinced Man Guoding was Mangosteen. 
The frustratingly perverse tactics he employed were an exact 
mirror of Mangosteen’s. 

In his moment of distraction, his opponent cut his power. In 
retaliation, he blew up Man Guoding’s armoury. 

[Federation]Apple: that was harsh, man 

[Empire]Lemon: ditto 

[Federation]Apple: lights out soon. let's finish this 

[Empire]Lemon: ditto 


Ling Meng commandeered the Falcon for the final show- 
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down with Man Guoding’s mothership Alpha. The screen flick- 
ered with blinding laser beams. Digits displaying damage dealt 
kept popping up. 

[System]Warning: incoming air raid! 

When the in-game alarms started blaring, Ling Meng spotted 
the enemy stealth vessel carrying a powerful missile that could 
completely destroy what was left of his base, and it had sneaked 
around the frontline to the rear of his base. 

“Shit!” Ling Meng tried to pull a mobile fleet back to the 
base, but he was too late. The stealth vessel had launched the 
deadly missile. 

Having made it to the finals, the battle-hardened Ling Meng 
was ready for the black and white screen of defeat. What he saw 
instead was the missile brushing the edge of his base and hitting 
the barracks right behind it. The shot that would determine the 
victor of the tournament had missed its target because of a mis- 
calculation and, in turn, an incorrect trajectory. 

Without thinking, Ling Meng acted before Man Guoding 
could react. He launched an all-out assault to wipe out what 
little HP the enemy base had left. Man Guoding’s defences now 
decimated, there was nothing he could do except watch as can- 
non fire rained down on his space station and blew it to smith- 
ereens. 

[System]The Empire emerged victorious after a fierce bat- 
tle! 

[Federation]Apple: haha, congrats 

[Empire]Lemon: what happened? did u lose on purpose? 

[Federation]Apple: made a miscalculation. i was so close 


The timer for the match stopped. Ling Meng was sent out 
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of the battle map and back to the main menu. The protracted 
battle, nearly an hour long, left him completely drained. He 
slumped onto his keyboard limply. 

Sure, he had won the tournament, but he wasn’t exactly hap- 
py about it. 

He had been wrong about Man Guoding. He wasn’t Mango- 
steen. Mangosteen wouldn't have miscalculated when his amaz- 
ing ability to calculate had people calling him a walking, talking 
calculator. 

The Judge: The match has ended! Congratulations to @ 
Team 7 Ling Meng on winning the tournament! Congrats to 
@Team 1 Man Guoding too for coming in second! 

The other players joined in and extended their congratula- 
tions to Ling Meng and Man Guoding. It started raining cash in 
the messaging group as The Judge, followed swiftly by the other 
players, began sending gift money to one another. Everyone, in- 
cluding those who had been kicked out in the previous rounds, 
started vying for the gifts. Everyone except Ling Meng, who had 
gone silent. 

@Team 7 Ling Meng mengmeng, can i come and collect 
my prize now? Man Guoding asked in the group. 

Ling Meng replied listlessly, im at hall 2, rm 315. u can 
come pick it up. 

Within minutes, he heard a knock on his door. 

“The door’s unlocked,’ Ling Meng said. 

The door slid open. A tall, dark and handsome guy strode in 
wearing flip-flops, which didn’t make him seem any less cool. 

“You here for your prize?” Ling Meng pointed at his desk la- 


zily. “It’s right there. You can have it.” 
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Man Guoding grabbed his prize. The so-called nude picture 
of Ling Meng taken in the shower—when he was three. In the 
photo, a toddler was squatting down, playing with water. Man 
Guoding stared at the picture for a moment before bursting into 
laughter. 

“What are you laughing at?” Ling Meng snapped. “That’s to- 
tally a nude photo!” 

“You're not wrong.” Man Guoding laughed. 

Ling Meng’s eyes widened instantly. He knew that voice. He 
would have recognised it even if it had been put through a voice 
changer. 

“You're Mangosteen!” 

Man Guoding raised his eyebrow. “Impressive hearing. Will 
you add me as a friend now?” 

Ling Meng stared dumbfoundedly at Man Guoding. He had 
set up the tournament with the sole intention of finding out 
who Mangosteen was. Now, Mangosteen was standing right be- 
fore him. Why did this feel so surreal? 

“That's impossible. Mangosteen would never have made such 
a rookie mistake.” 

Man Guoding thought about what Ling Meng just said for a 
moment. “Well, the second prize was more attractive.” 

Ling Meng was utterly speechless. Finally, he blurted out in 
anger, “So, you win your matches whenever you want and throw 
them whenever you feel like it? That’s such a douchey thing to 
do!” 

Man Guoding appeared tickled. He shrugged sheepishly. “I 
can’t help it. I’m just that OP.” 
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Man Guoding wasn’t among the first generation of players 
on Galaxy Legends. When he got into it, the game had already 
been trending like crazy. In fact, most conversations might just 
fly over your head if you hadn’t been playing the game. 

Man Guoding started as a casual, playing a few rounds when 
he had the time. Sometimes, he won, and sometimes, he lost. He 
didn’t care—until he ran into Lemon. 

Lemon had already gained notoriety for his caustic wit in the 
game. Everyone detested him then. Nobody called him “Lemon 
Daddy”. Instead they called him “Bitchy Lemon” and bitched 
about him regularly in the forum. Man Guoding didn’t keep up 
with gossip and had no idea who Lemon was. All he knew was 
that he had gotten matched with a decent player who kept inter- 
rupting the building of his economy and forces. No matter how 
hard he tried, he couldn’t turn the tables. He was honest with 
his praise when the battle ended. 

[Federation]Mangosteen: GG 

[Empire]Lemon: not bad kid. i had to work slightly harder 
than usual. you got to see me at my 10% 

[Federation]Mangosteen: ? 

[Federation]Mangosteen: it’s just a game. chill bro 

[Empire]Lemon: havent u learnt anything from the lesson i 
just taught u? everything is srs biz! 

Lemon's final words remained on the screen for several fleet- 
ing seconds before disappearing, yet they were seared into Man 
Guoding’s mind. He stared at the screen for a good long min- 
ute. Then he decided to adopt the deep philosophical teachings 
Lemon had imparted to him. 


He was going to give everything his best—because everything 
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was serious business. 

Lemon would have never known his parting words had 
become Mangosteen’s origin story. Mangosteen lurked in the 
background during the six-month open beta for the game then 
emerged as a dark horse when he became a Top 500 player with- 
in a season. In the next three seasons, he kept his place within 
the Top 30 players in the national server and became the subject 
of much speculation. Some claimed that he had cheated or hired 
someone to play for him. 

In an attempt to prove his innocence, Mangosteen started 
streaming on Kat-Fu. He gained so many viewers that Kat-Fu 
offered him a contract. The highest record for the number of 
viewers on his live stream stood at 800,000. Mangosteen had 
transformed from a casual gamer to a celebrity gamer anyone 
who played Galaxy Legends would know. 

Meanwhile, Bitchy Lemon had evolved into his next form, 
Lemon Daddy—an eccentric character and a unique part of the 
game. 

The moral of the story? A man who gave everything his best 
would eventually achieve godhood. A bitch that kept at it long 
enough would eventually become your daddy. 

Man Guoding didn’t linger long at the Diamond tier before 
advancing to the God tier. As a result, he didn’t get the chance 
to run into Lemon in battle again. Meanwhile, Lemon’s infamy 
had spread far and wide in-game. However, the second time 
Man Guoding heard Lemon's name mentioned wasn’t in-game 
but in Yanshan’s Canteen 2. 

“Hey, I heard Lemon, the guy who goes by Lemon Daddy in 


Galaxy Legends, attends our school. In fact, I heard he’s from 
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your faculty. Is that true?” 

“That's right. He’s my roomie.” 

“You gotta be kidding me.” 

Man Guoding threw the guys at the next table a curious look. 
He didn’t recognise any of them. They were in the middle of a 
heated discussion. 

“T’m serious. I got him into the game. I saw him create the 
account with my own eyes.” 

“Shut up! I can’t believe I’m actually schoolmates with the 
legendary Lemon Daddy.” 

“You heard that?” Man Guoding’s classmate leaned across the 
table and whispered. He had overheard the conversation too. 
“The guy snarks at everyone. I thought he was a street thug in 
real life.” 

“You shouldn't judge a book by its cover. Appearances can be 
deceiving,’ Man Guoding said. 

“What appearance? Not like he ever showed his face in the 
first place.” Man Guoding’s classmate retorted. Some of the guys 
at the next table echoed his thoughts. 

“What's he like? Is he also a smug asshole in real life?” 

“Of course not,’ Lemon’s roommate said with a lazy wave of 
his hand. “He’s a good kid. He’s the youngest of the bunch in 
our dormitory. Everyone calls him Mengmeng.” 

Man Guoding’s classmate spilled his drink when he heard 
that. Man Guoding almost burst into giggles. 

“Watch it.” Man Guoding tapped his chopsticks against his 
bowl. “I don’t want your drink on me.” 

Man Guoding’s classmate snickered. “Mengmeng?” 


Meanwhile, Ling Meng’s roommate was still exposing Ling 
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Meng for the softie he actually was. “Mengmeng may go around 
calling himself Lemon Daddy, but he’s real shy in person. He 
blushes when he talks to girls.” 

“You think he’ll play a round with me? I wanna screenshot 
my very own Lemon Daddy’s Sendoff and post it on the forum.” 

“It’s done.” 

The conversation Man Guoding overheard that afternoon 
reminded him that the new season had started. He had been 
so busy with school the entire term that he had neither logged 
onto the game nor been live streaming while his fans were dying 
out there. Man Guoding posted an announcement saying that 
he was going to start a stream and watched as the viewers logged 
on and joined. Then he joined his first battle of the day and 
waited to be matched with an opponent. 

“Here’s my opponent for the first match...” 

Man Guoding paused. 

Mangosteen VS Lemon. 

He had been matched with Lemon—Mengmeng. 


The viewers watching his stream heard the player chuckle. 


The players Ling Meng had thrashed since he started playing 
Galaxy Legends numbered in the thousands, and he had ended 
each of those battles with Lemon Daddy’s Sendoff. Naturally, he 
wouldn't have remembered Mangosteen’s tediously long name 
in that long list of players, let alone the episode with Mango- 
steen oh-so long ago. At present, all he felt was an intense fury 
at Man Guoding’s smug words. 

“Give that back to me!” He tried to snatch his photo back 


and swiped at the empty air as Man Guoding lifted his hand 
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slightly. When he stood up and tried again, Man Guoding 
raised his arm above his head. Ling Meng kept leaping into the 
air but missed the photo every time. 

“Give it back!” Ling Meng bristled. 

“Tt’s my prize. I won it fair and square. You can’t take it back.” 

“Screw you, asshole! It’s just ‘cause you're a bit taller than 
me!” 

“I’m back, Mengmeng!” Pi Daya’s thunderous voice from the 
corridor interrupted them. “I told you your prizes were shitty. 
Nobody came to claim... What’s going on here?” 

Pi Daya entered to the sight of a tall, hot guy dangling a pho- 
to above Ling Meng’s head. The guy was at least half a head tall- 
er than Ling Meng. He looked like a baddie trying to lure a cute 
fuzzy animal into his grasp with food. 

“Finally! You're back.” Ling Meng stared at him like he was 
the Second Coming. “Help me get my picture back!” 

“Who are you? I’ve never seen you around. Why are you 
picking on Mengmeng?” 

Eyeing Pi Daya, who was around the same height as him, 
Man Guoding slipped the photo into his pocket. “I’m not.’ 

Pi Daya froze when he heard Man Guoding’s voice. “Do I 
know you from somewhere?” Before Man Guoding could say 
another word, Pi Daya blurted out, “Wait, you're one of the 
hosts for the campus radio, aren't you?” 

“T think you've mistaken me for someone else.” 

“He’s Mangosteen,’ Ling Meng yelled. “I told you he'd sign 
up for the tournament with another account.’ 

Pi Daya’s eyes lit up instantly. He rushed up to Man Guoding, 


clutched his hand, and shook it excitedly. “Mangod? It’s so nice 
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to meet you. I’m such a huge fan. I’m Pi Daya, Mengmeng’s 
roomie. 

Ling Meng gaped at Pi Daya. Why would he call himself a 
fan? The guy didn’t even follow Mangosteei’s channel. 

“Mengmeng was convinced you were a student at Yanshan 
too. He was obsessed with you. I thought he'd gone crazy. But 
hey, turns out he was right!” 

“That's not what this is about. Stop talking nonsense!” Ling 
Meng growled. 

Man Guoding glanced at Ling Meng. “I’m impressed. Meng- 
meng’s quite the detective.” 

“I knew I found your voice familiar. You have no idea how 
obsessed Mengmeng was. He was watching your live streams ev- 
ery day. My ears were—mmmmph!” 

“Shut up!” Ling Meng threw his hands over Pi Daya’s mouth 
and dragged him away from Man Guoding before he could spill 
more embarrassing secrets. 

Man Guoding raised his eyebrow. “I had no idea Mengmeng’s 
such a fan.” 

“That's because I’m not! You know the saying: know thine 
enemy. That was what I was doing!” 

Man Guoding’s eyes lit up with a look of revelation. “That 
explains why you suggested the wager. You seemed so sure you 
would win. In fact, you gave me a really hard time during the 
entire battle.” 

“You still won out of sheer luck,’ Ling Meng sulked, annoyed 
at the thought of his defeat. 

Man Guoding simply smiled. 

Ling Meng suddenly remembered that Pi Daya had been out 
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distributing the prizes. “You were saying, some prizes have been 
unclaimed?” 

“The condoms.” Pi Daya pulled twelve small, square packets 
from his pocket and dropped them on Ling Meng’s desk. “I 
went to all twelve rooms, but everyone told me you could have 
it. The counsellor nearly caught me giving them out while he 
was going on his rounds. Do you know how awkward that was?” 

Pi Daya sighed loudly and sat down. “I knew this would hap- 
pen. Only losers who got no girlfriends play Galaxy Legends. 
Why did I start playing this game? I’m one of them now!” 

Ling Meng found himself at a loss as to what he should do 
with the condoms. That was when he caught Man Guoding 
snickering. 

“Stop laughing. This is all your fault!” 

“You were the one who suggested the wager.” 

“Well, you can have the condoms too. You've got an army of 
fans, don’t you? Give them to your fans.” 

Man Guoding smiled. 

Ling Meng wasn’t seriously going to let Man Guoding have 
the condoms. He swept the packages into his drawer, revealing 
the printout showing the team brackets for the tournament that 
had been hidden underneath them. 

“Why would anyone call him Mangod? He’s a mangosteen 
pretending to be a mango! What a fraud,” Ling Meng muttered 
under his breath. Unfortunately, Man Guoding heard him. 

“Mangosteen zs my actual ID. Mangod’s just what everyone 
else calls me. I stopped trying to correct them after some time. 
Anyway, I prefer mangoes over mangosteens.’ 


“Well, I’m allergic to mangoes,’ Ling Meng snapped back. 
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Pi Daya interrupted with an untimely comment. “You had 
such a humongous one the other day. You got your hands and 
face all wet and sticky. I should’ve taken a photo.” 

“Would it kill you to just shut up for a second?” Ling Meng 
hissed. 

“You still owe me my prize,’ Man Guoding reminded Ling 
Meng before he forgot all about it. 

“You've got your picture. What else do you want?” 

“You promised you'd add me as a friend. I’m not leaving until 
I see you do it. I don’t want you to go against your word after I 
leave.” 

Ling Meng floundered momentarily. There was no way he 
was going to admit that he did consider doing that. “I could al- 
ways remove you from my friends list later.” 

“I know where you stay now. I'll just come back again if you 
do that.” 

“You lit...” 

“Friends list?” Pi Daya got excited again. “Can you add me to 
your friends list, Mangod? Pretty please?” 

Man Guoding gave Pi Daya an apologetic look. “It’s full. I 
only set one slot aside for Mengmeng.” 

“No way. Mengmeng, add him now! We're talking about 
Mangod here. You might just get invited to appear on his 
stream. You'll be famous then!” 

“I’m already famous because of his stupid live stream!” 

If he hadn’t unknowingly appeared on Man Guoding’s live 
stream, he wouldn’t have been assaulted with the same phrase 
everywhere he went. He had worked so hard to build his repu- 


tation as a player who inspired awe and fear. Now, he was just a 
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joke. 
Ling Meng’s words reminded Pi Daya of the embarrassing 
incident. He could see the infamous line scrolling past his eyes. 
He nearly snickered, but stopped himself when he saw the look 
in Ling Meng’s eyes. Nope, he didn’t want to die just yet. 
“Add me to your friends list. I'll invite you for a team-up,’ 
Man Guoding said, sounding really earnest. 
“Don't worry, Pi Daya said as he struggled to keep himself 
from laughing. “I’ve got his password. I'll add you to his friends 
list if he doesn’t do it.” 


“Hey!” Ling Meng blew up. “Whose side are you on?” 


[System] Your friend Lemon is online. 

“huh what now?” 

“Am | seeing things?” 

“| think we just stepped into an alternate universe.” 

“Sorry, Mangod. Gotta step away for a mo. | got a medical 
emergency. Something wrong with my eyes.” 

“Is this the same Lemon we all know? Does the game al- 
low different players to share the same ID?” 

“Tt’s the Lemon we all know.” Man Guoding laughed as he 
opened the chat window with Lemon. “It’s not another player 
with the same ID. Nobody needs to get their eyes checked.” 

“What the hell? When did you guys start hanging out? 
When did you add him as a friend?” 

“The timelines are unravelling. The multiverses have start- 
ed to converge!” 

“Did Mangod add Lemon Daddy to his friends list so that 


he can show him how OP he truly is?” 
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“Go, Mangod! It's time to show him what you're really made 
of!” 

[Private] Mangosteen: hi, honey. 

Ling Meng knew that Man Guoding was streaming and try- 
ing to create some hype. He decided to expose him for the con 
artist he was and shot back a scathing reply. 

[Private]Lemon: guys, this is a scam. he’s queerbaiting u. 
dun fall for it! 

In hindsight, he should have kept his mouth shut. The view- 
ers started flooding the live stream with danmu alongside gifts 
in the form of canned tuna, kibbles and catnip. 

“That's exactly the kind of live streamer I’m into! Take all 
my money!” 

“You serious bro? Everyone's here for the queerbaiting. You 
honestly think we're here for the game?” 

“Two servings of queerbaiting, please! Keep the change!” 

“Here's your daily serving of queerbaiting. Consume with 
care.” 

“Yum the kibble is lemon flavoured today!” 

Man Guoding eyed the constant rain of gifts in his live 
stream. For a moment, he wondered who was the consummate 
con artist here. 

[Private]Mangosteen: oh dear. everyone’s sending me gifts 
now. should i split them with you? 

“Hands off! My gift is for Lemon Daddy and only Lemon 
Daddy!” 

[Private] Mangosteen: someone's said his gift is meant for 
you, honey 

[Private]Lemon: STOP CALLING ME THAT 
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[Private] Mangosteen: sure. you’ve got another nickname, 
right? 

[Private]Lemon: CALL ME HONEY | LOVE IT WHEN YOU 
CALL ME HONEY 

Another torrent of danmu flooded the live stream. Everyone 
was dying to find out Lemon Daddy’s other nickname. How- 
ever, Man Guoding had come to some sort of accord with Ling 
Meng. No matter how the viewers begged and grovelled, he kept 
his mouth shut. 

[Private] Mangosteen: join my live stream 

[Private]Lemon: no. 

[Private] Mangosteen: i'll make u the moderator 

[Private]Lemon: not interested 

[Private] Mangosteen: heard u used to watch my stream ev- 
ery day 

[Private]Lemon: not interested anymore 

[Private] Mangosteen: old habits die hard 

[Private]Lemon: u done?? 

“Lemon Daddy used to watch Mango's livestream every 
day?” 

“He's been lurking in our midst all along?” 

“A SPY! WE GOT A SPY IN OUR MIDST” 

“That’s right. I just found out,’ Man Guoding said with a 
laugh. “He was real good at keeping himself under the radar.” 

Man Guoding set up a room and sent Ling Meng an in-game 
invite. 

[Private] Mangosteen: honey, let’s do a team-up 

[Private]Lemon: lol not worried that i'll sabotage the 


match? 
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[Private] Mangosteen: i can handle a little sabotage. i'm too 
OP for that 

[Private]Lemon: dun regret giving me a free pass. i dun 
think u can handle me when i go wild 

Man Guoding’s lips curved up in amusement as he hit the 
“Enter” key. 

[Private] Mangosteen: give it your best shot. i can handle u 

Ling Meng wondered why he had agreed to add Man 
Guoding to his friends list. He wondered how he got dragged 
into this lewd conversation with him. He huffed out of annoy- 
ance. With his cheeks all puffed up, he looked like a hamster 
one second and a pufferfish the next. 

“Look here!” Pi Daya grabbed his phone and snapped a shot 
of Ling Meng. 

Ling Meng glared at him with his large, dark eyes. 

“If I post this picture of you online, it’s gonna become a 
meme. You know that, right?” 

Ling Meng pouted at him. He looked like a sullen pufferfish. 

The battle that Man Guoding started was a 3V3 match. The 
third random player who joined his team expressed his utmost 
shock when he realised who his teammates were. 

[Empire]GuestC: wow...no way! mangod? 

[Empire]GuestC: aw man...lemon daddy? 

Ling Meng rolled his eyes. What was with the discriminatory 
attitude? 

[Empire] GuestC: i can’t believe | got matched with u two. is 
this my lucky day? 

[Empire]Mangosteen: we're premade 


[Empire]GuestC: !! 
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[Empire]Mangosteen: honey, can u turn your mic on? 
[Empire]GuestC: yup! 
[Empire]Lemon.: ... 
“The third wheel’s certainly spicing things up lol” 
“Lemon Daddy's raging so hard he’s gonna blow up” 
“So hard indeed. Dun blow too hard daddy” 
Ling Meng cleared his throat loudly. “Sure.” 
“Who was that? Was that Lemon Daddy?” 
“No way. My daddy doesn't sound like that!” 


“My daddy’s a lumberjack with broad shoulders, a huge 


chest, thick waist and a thick beard. He ain’t supposed to 


sound like no boy! That must be chatterbox GuestC!” 


“Lemon and I will head to the frontlines. Can you defend the 


space station, C?” 
The third player finally knew what was going on. 


[Empire] GuestC: i guess i'm the third wheel here 


The enemy team playing for the Federation entered the game. 


They frowned when they saw their opponents. This was going to 


be a tough battle. 


[Universe][Federation]EnemyA: should we just surrender? 


[Universe][Empire]Lemon: it’s natural to feel fear in the 


presence of the great lemon daddy 


[Universe][Federation]EnemyB: lemon daddy in a team-up. 


what a rare sight 


[Universe][Empire]Lemon: son, | brought your godfather 


along for a ride. come say hi 
[Universe][Empire]GuestC: lololol that'll be me! 
[Universe][Empire]Lemon: ... 


“The third wheel’s getting real chatty.” 
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“Step aside. I'm here for Mangod!” 

“Lemon Daddy and the Godfather? Interesting...” 

Ling Meng was joking about going all out. Within three 
minutes of the match starting, he had deployed three units to 
destroy the enemy’s minecart. Next, he launched small-scale at- 
tacks and ambushes that didn’t manage to do much damage but 
succeeded in distracting the enemies. 

[Universe][Federation]EnemyA: hey, that’s a little too much, 
doncha think? 

[Universe]{Empire]Lemon: if u cant fight them off, turn them 
off 

[Universe] [Federation]EnemyA: | think i prefer the beating 

As soon as EnemyA said that, he received an alert warning 
him that Empire forces had launched a sneak attack on the 
space station. Ling Meng had probably been hiding somewhere 
in the vicinity. It might have been a small force, but the player 
decided to exercise caution and withdraw most of his units from 
the frontline to defend their base. 

[Universe]{[Federation]JEnemyA: dude i didnt expect u to 
take me srsly 

Seconds after those troops had withdrawn, Man Guoding’s 
commandos appeared out of nowhere. The unit destroyed a 
couple of his watchtowers and wiped out the Federation’s re- 
maining forces at the frontline. Having executed a successful 
sneak attack, Man Guoding withdrew his troops swiftly. By the 
time EnemyB’s reinforcements arrived, his units had vanished. 
Meanwhile, Ling Meng’s tiny force of infantry lurking around 
the space station had been decimated by EnemyA. Losing a cou- 


ple of infantry units for the destruction of a few key buildings? 
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The Federation wasn’t going to let that go so easily. They 
decided to target Ling Meng, the troublemaker who had prior- 
itised sabotaging the enemy over levelling up his defences and 
facilities, and launched a joint attack on his base. 

“They're killing me out here,’ Ling Meng said over the voice 
channel. “Should I defend or abandon?” 

The viewers tuning in to Man Guoding’s live stream could no 
longer deny that Ling Meng was really Lemon Daddy. Everyone 
started lamenting about how disappointed and disillusioned 
they were now that they knew what he sounded like. 

“| thought Lemon Daddy would have a deep, sonorous 
voice that rumbles and would send his enemies to their knees. 
Who the hell is this boy? He sounds as if his voice hasn't even 
dropped! Gimme my Lemon Daddy back!” 

“| can't believe I’ve been calling a boy whose balls haven't 
dropped daddy all this while [sticks tongue out]” 

“Abandon it,” Man Guoding said. “Set up another base, then 
join me at my location.’ 

“Invite to move in together received!” 

“Invite to move in together +1” 

“That's quick /rolls eyes” 

GuestC turned on his mic. His deep, raspy voice was exactly 
what everyone thought Ling Meng’s voice would sound like. 

“We just started the match. How did you manage to lose your 
base? You gotta be kidding me!” 

“What's it to you? Mangod said I could do whatever I want- 
ed. 


“Are you serious, Mangod?” 
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“Let him be. Just make sure our central territory remains se- 
cure.” 

GuestC couldn't believe it. He sighed loudly. “If I could 
choose my team again, I’d choose to join the Federation in- 
stead.” 

Ling Meng ignored his teammate’s protests as he comman- 
deered his mobile base unit and his entire force and steered 
them towards Man Guoding’s base, away from his former base, 
which was being blown to smithereens in the background. 

Meanwhile, Man Guoding had been busy. He had prioritised 
the levelling up of his units’ mobility and sent his commandos 
out to survey the area while the enemy team’s attention was be- 
ing occupied by Ling Meng. Any attempts by Federation units 
to engage in battle were thwarted by his units’ swift retreat. Pur- 
suit got them nowhere. In fact, the enemy units only ended up 
being strewn all across the battle map. 

“You must've been a husky in your past life. A sniffer dog in 
a demolition team,’ Ling Meng said as his units settled down in 
Man Guoding’s territory. 

“Just focus on building kamikaze fleets. Don’t bother build- 
ing anything else,’ Man Guoding said as he moved his comman- 
dos around. 

Ling Meng had been thinking along those same lines. He was 
broke. Instead of trying to rebuild his base, he should just try 
and take the enemy down with him. 

“I know what to do. Share your power supply with me.” 

Man Guoding linked Ling Meng up to his power grid and 
upgraded his power station. Within seconds, Ling Meng was 


churning out a full fleet of kamikaze ships. 
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“T just need five minutes before the Falcon is ready,’ GuestC 
bragged. He had been utterly unaffected by the fights that had 
broken out between the two sides earlier, and his technological 
progress was way ahead of everyone. 

“Sure. I'll tear down their turrets. We'll mow them down 
when the Falcon’s ready to deploy.” 

“A straightforward frontal assault. I love it.” Rows upon rows 
of kamikaze ships filled Ling Meng’s screen. If the enemy team 
were to deploy a scout to conduct recon on Ling Meng’s forces, 
they would wet their pants at the sight of the massive fleet. 

“Never fight against a Mangod+Lemon Daddy team-up.. 
They're shameless.” 

“Amen, brother.” 

“If I could choose my team again, I'd still choose to join the 
Empire,” GuestC sighed as he stared at the awesome size of Ling 
Meng’s fleet. 

Meanwhile, the enemy team was still in the midst of con- 
structing their mothership. Every second counted. Suddenly, the 
alarm blared, announcing the launch of the Empire’s ultimate 
weapon—the Falcon. 

“Don't worry, they don’t have sufficient units. As long as we 
survive this wave of attacks, we'll be able to launch a counterat- 
tack next.” 

“Lemon Daddy wasted all his resources on his earlier an- 
tics, so we don't have to worry about him. Mangod’s units are 
quick on their feet but harmless. We just have to watch out for 
GuestC.” 

“Let’s do this! If we beat Lemon Daddy and Mangod, we'll be 


able to brag about it for an entire year!” the clueless trio cheered. 
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They gaped when they saw the massive fleet of kamikaze 
ships trailing the Falcon. 

“Should we surrender?” 

“Let's just surrender.” 

“They’re not playing by the playbook. They’re such awful 
players.” 

[Universe][Empire]Lemon: dun u dare surrender. not after i'd 
gone to all this trouble to prepare this lovely present for u! 

[Universe][Federation]JEnemyA: we cant possibly accept 
such a gift. its too much, daddy 

[Universe][Empire]Lemon: but tts an expression of my love 
for u! 

[System]The Empire emerged victorious after a fierce bat- 
tle! 

Man Guoding interrupted Ling Meng before he could end 
the match with Lemon Daddy’s Sendoff. 

[Universe][Empire]Mangosteen: am i still too OP for u, hon- 
ey? 

[Universe][Empire]Lemon: f u 

“Never thought Lemon Daddy would send someone off 
with a fu" 

“That must be the shortest sendoff he’s ever given” 

“| feel so sorry for the other team. They got the BDSM but 
not the aftercare.” 

The match ended. Man Guoding was awarded MVP for be- 
ing the best player while GuestC got awarded for being the most 
technologically advanced player. Ling Meng, on the other hand, 
had blown up every unit he had in the final confrontation, bare- 


ly earning himself any credits. The viewers felt so sorry for him 
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they sent a few dozen gifts his way. 

“Your fans are sending you gifts as a consolation. You should 
join the live stream and check them out.” 

“No way. I’m not joining your live stream. Not falling for 
your tricks again.” 

“That's just too bad,” Man Guoding sighed pointedly. 

“Breaking news! Unscrupulous live streamer attempts to 
abduct a minor and fails!” 

“Mangod's live stream is rated R18. Lemon Daddy’s not al- 
lowed to enter.” 

“The viewers are saying you're underage.” 

“T’m not! I can post a picture of my ID to prove it.” 

“Only people who've just reached legal age go around posting 
pictures of their ID because someone says they’re underage.” 

Ling Meng bristled. “Do you and your fans get a kick out of 
ganging up on me?” 

“I live for this.” 

“It's all that keeps me going.” 

“Thanks for curing my depression, Lemon Daddy.” 

“You're a perverted streamer with perverted fans who post 
lewd danmu all day long. I’ve seen what’s been posted in your 
live stream.” 

“Noooooo00000" 

“Noooo000000000000" 

“Am | too late? Should | start crying now?” 

The live stream was flooded with moaning and wailing. Per- 
plexed viewers who had just joined the live stream had no idea 
what was going on and thought something terrible had hap- 


pened. 
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“What's the right way to do this then? Why don’t you start 
a live stream and show me how it’s done?” Man Guoding said 
jokingly. To his surprise, Ling Meng agreed. 

“Fine. I'll do it. I'l show you how to keep things PG in a live 
stream. 

@Lemon: your daddy’s gonna livestream on Kat-Fu. tune 
in tomorrow night at 8pm! 

@Mangosteen: room ID? //@Lemon: your daddy’s gonna 
livestream on Kat-Fu. tune in tomorrow night at 8pm! 

@Lemon: this is just a heads up. i'll have the room ID 
after i’ve set up the Livestream! //@Mangosteen: room ID? 
//@Lemon: your daddy’s gonna livestream on kat-fu. tune 


in tomorrow night at 8pm! 
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TT" name of Ling Meng’s live stream channel was “Be Nice 
to Daddy, Livestreaming’s a Tough Gig’, which gave off 
strong Lemon Daddy vibes. Before it officially started, several 
viewers had already joined the channel and started posting the 
same danmu. 

“You're too OP uwu” 

There was also the occasional viewer who posted something 
different— 

“Damn right im too OP for u lol” 

—and another camp that added something a little special to 
the usual mix. 

“Am i too OP for u honey?” 

Ling Meng had become numb to the phrase and the term 
“OP” after reading the danmu flooding his screen. 

“C’mon, come up with something different. Aren't you guys 
sick of reposting the same thing over and over again?” 

A commotion stirred in the live stream when Ling Meng 
spoke. More danmu popped up on the screen. 


“’m never gonna get sick of reposting Lemon Daddy's fa- 


-52- 


Streaming {((e)) 
Chapter 02 


mous last words.” 

“We're not reposting the same thing over and over again. 
We're reposting the same three things over and over again. 
There's a difference!” 

“| need to tell you guys something. I'm a bot programmed 
to repost danmu. You're too OP uwu” 

Silence descended upon the stream as Lemon Daddy went 
quiet. 

“Did we scare our daddy off?” 

“be gentle guys. It’s his first time streaming u gotta give 
him some encouragement!” 

“I'm sorry, Lemon Daddy. Pls come back! I'll turn the bot 
off” 

“Hi, everyone.” 

The live stream began buzzing with excitement when Ling 
Meng spoke again. 

“He turned on the camera!” 

“Holy shit is that Lemon Daddy?” 

“He ain't just gonna livestream, he gonna turn his camera 
on too. Daddy's got balls!” 

“He's gonna convert so many Mangod fans!” 

Ling Meng sat down and adjusted his camera with seeming 
calm. This was his first time live streaming, and he had already 
garnered tens of thousands of viewers before it had even started. 
It would be a blatant lie to claim that he wasn’t nervous. 

“He's adorkable!” 

‘Jailbait! [meow]” 

“It's so weird trying to imagine this guy giving Lemon Dad- 


dy’s Sendoff. | mean, look at him!” 
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“Guys, thanks for watching my stream. I thought it'd be as 
easy as registering an account. I didn’t expect the verification 
process to take so long. I had to ask a friend for a favour. Other- 
wise, I might've had to cancel my first live stream.” 

“A favour? What kind of favour? [snicker]” 

“A favour from someone who knows people in Kat-Fu? 
Now who might that be... [snicker]” 

Ling Meng ignored the suggestive danmu and started answer- 
ing the harmless questions instead. 

“T’m eighteen. In fact, gonna be nineteen soon. Cross my 
heart. I’m not gonna post a photo of my ID. I’ve always looked 
younger than my age. 

“No filters. I bought this camera today. The guy at the shop 
said the models with filters cost extra, so I just went for the reg- 
ular model. 

“My skincare routine? I stay out of the sun? Does that count? 
I was born with a dimple. I’ve never gone under the knife. It’s 
not a scar. Why do I only have one dimple? I have no idea. 

“That’s right, I’m a southerner. I’m attending school at 
Hushuo. Everyone here is so tall.” 

Someone started sending gifts, which then sparked off a tor- 
rent of gifts. Ling Meng dabbed his nose shyly before leaning 
forward to read the names that appeared on the screen. 

“I'd like to thank No Lemons No Life for their kibbles, 
Xyle... what’s that word? For their canned wet food, and Mu... 
how do you pronounce that? Well, thanks for the catnip. Guys, 
slow down. Your names are scrolling up the screen too fast for 
me to read them.” 


“Omg he is so adorbs” 
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“| wasn't expecting this vibe [lmao]” 

“| used to be a hater, then | became a neutral party, then a 
fan. Now I'ma stan!” 

“Lemon Daddy in the game, Lemon Baby in real life!” 

“u don't have to read out all the names. Srsly, ur killing me 
Lemon Daddy” 

The news of Ling Meng live stream spread like wildfire. Over 
200,000 viewers turned up to watch. Ling Meng, who had been 
lurking in Man Guoding’s live stream for a month, had mistak- 
enly assumed that it was an easy gig. Few could keep their cool 
in the presence of a few hundred thousand viewers. 

“H-hey, everyone. Th-thanks for watching my live stream,’ 
Ling Meng stuttered nervously. 

“Chill, man lol” 

“We're here to cheer for the new live streamer.” 

“| wanna hear Lemon Daddy recite his sendoffs!” 

“I’m all for it!” 

Ling Meng was torn between nervousness and annoyance. 
He started puffing out his cheeks—first, the left cheek, then, 
the right—all the while waiting for someone to post something 
else and change the subject. He didn’t expect everyone to start 
flooding his screen with danmu after seeing his hamster cheeks. 

“So cute | could cry” 

“So cute | could die” 

“So cute | could kill everyone and then myself” 

“| salute the last guy” 

“Stop calling me cute.” Ling Meng bared his teeth in annoy- 
ance. “I can be scary when I wanna be.” 


“Wow I am so scared” 
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“SCREENSHOT SAVED” 

“You tryna scare me to death and steal my falcon from my 
dead body?” 

“Can we talk about something that’s family-friendly? I want 
to be a streamer who does PG stuff.” 

“We're promoting families now?” 

“| didn't know this stream was gonna be about the birds 
and bees. Hmmmm”" 

“Does Mangod wanna change his ID to PG stuff?” 

The Moderator Mangosteen: it’s lemon baby’s first time 
livestreaming. stop saying suggestive stuff or suffer a combo 
ban. 

“Whuuuuuuuuuuuuut” 

“We have a moderator? That ID looks real familiar...” 

“Why was he made a moderator in the first place? The guy 
didn't even buy our daddy a cat tree! | dun wan this modera- 
tor, daddy!” 

“Question: what's a combo ban?” 

The Moderator Mangosteen: u get banned from posting on 
this channel PLUS my channel for 1 hr. it’s a one for one deal. 
Interested? 

“I see. | think I'll pass [smiles]” 

“Lemon Daddy's so macho, so fearsome, so PG!” 

“Get your ass back to your own channel,’ Ling Meng said. 
“There's no way we're gonna stay PG with you around.” 

The Moderator Mangosteen: but i am. i'm streaming right 
now 

“What are you streaming?” 


The Moderator Mangosteen: an ongoing sanitary inspection 
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Lemon: f u 

“OMG our PG live streamer just said the f word!” 

“OMG our PG live streamer just said the f word to our 
NC17 live streamer! Ded” 

“Lemon Baby you gotta stay true to yourself. Don't fall to 
the dark side!” 

“IT wasn’t the one who wanted him as my moderator. By the 
time I realised that was the price for the favour, it was too late.” 
Ling Meng wouldn't have asked Man Guoding for a favour if 
it didn’t take 24 hours to get a request for a new channel ap- 
proved. Man Guoding had signed a deal with Kat-Fu, and he 
knew people working for the company. In the end, Ling Meng 
got his channel and a bonus moderator too. 

“You know what they say about asking for back-alley fa- 
vours. You've got to be prepared to get down on your knees.” 

[Notice] The Moderator Mangosteen has banned Lurker 
from posting for one hour. 

“First blood!” 

“Congrats on being the first kill!” 

“You're the 1st person to be banned from posting on Lem- 
on Daddy’s livestream. Achievement unlocked” 

Man Guoding grinned as he sent ten cat trees Ling Meng’s 
way and topped the chart for accumulating the highest value of 
gifts sent. His blatant act stirred much unhappiness in the live 
stream. 

“| recognise that cat tree! | gifted that to Mangod the day 
before yesterday. How could you regift my gift to another live 
streamer?” 


“| used to be a fan, then | became a neutral party, then an 
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anti-fan. Now I'm a hater!” 

“O.M.G. Our NC17 streamer and PG streamer are conduct- 
ing their business so openly...” 

“A cat tree's no big deal. Why not give him a cat-yard. Give 
him a cat-eau!” 

The Moderator Mangosteen: i'll buy that cat-yard when 
someone manages to best me. 

“I don’t want your regifts from your female fans.” 

“LOL i sense jealousy in the air” 

“Don't be sad, ur male fans will buy you stuff too.” 

“I don’t have fans. I’ve only got haters and anti-fans.” 

“That's not true! You’ve got me! I’m your mama bear fan!” 
said No Lemons No Life. 

“What's a mama bear fan?” 

“A fan who babies their celebrity like they’re a babygirl 
who obviously fails at life.” 

[Notice] The Moderator Mangosteen has banned No Lem- 
ons No Life from posting for 1 hour. 

In protest of their being banned from posting danmu, No 
Lemons No Life flooded the screen with 99 kibbles. A tall guy 
appeared behind the rain of gifts. Man Guoding recognised him 
instantly as Pi Daya, Ling Meng’s roommate. 

“There's a man in Lemon Daddy's room!” 

“Lemon Daddy's living with another guy?” 

Pi Daya bent over, stared into Ling Meng’s camera and start- 
ed fixing his hair. Ling Meng didn’t say a word. It was as if Pi 
Daya wasn't even there. 

“If nobody’s interested in talking about something PG, let’s 


play Galaxy Legends then,’ Ling Meng said before turning the 


-58- 


Streaming ((e)) 
Chapter 02 


game on. 

“Wait a sec! There’s a guy standing behind you. Can't you 
see him?” 

The game started loading. Meanwhile, Pi Daya started danc- 
ing the Melbourne Shuffle. No matter how hard he danced, it 
was apparently not enough. He might as well have been dead to 
Ling Meng. 

“Maybe Lemon Daddy really can't see him. I’m dying of 
laughter out here. How does Lemon Daddy keep his cool?” 

“| feel sudden shivers down my spine.” 

“Lemon Daddy, you've got a ghost haunting you!” 

“Real men never look back.” 

Man Guoding’s roommate burst into laughter, staring at his 
screen. He had heard about Ling Meng’s stream and logged on 
as well. 

“Are they seriously from Yanshan too? They’re missing a few 
screws, man. 

“Yup. They’re staying in the building next door,’ Man 
Guoding said as he struggled to keep his laughter in. 

“I gotta keep my distance. Insanity’s contagious.” 

Meanwhile, Ling Meng was still deliberating over which bat- 
tle mode he should pick when he received a team-up invite. 

[Private] Mangosteen: wanna try a 3-way battle? 

Ling Meng hesitated. Three-way fights often ended in stale- 
mates and tedious, protracted battles. 

[Private] Mangosteen: it’s the daily mission of the day. 

Ling Meng accepted the invite and found himself alone with 
Mangosteen in the lobby. 

“T'Il invite a few other friends,’ Man Guoding said. He had 
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turned on his mic. The viewers in Ling Meng’s livestream could 
hear his voice too. 

“Daily Tryst 1/1” 

“Shhhhh. Beware the curse of the combo ban” 

“The moderator’s switched back to his own channel, idiot. 
It’s open season again.” 

After reading those danmu, Ling Meng decided that he 
should recruit a couple of moderators he could trust. In the 
meantime, Man Guoding’s friends joined the lobby. They were 
all Kat-Fu live streamers. 

“This is Lemon’s first time live streaming. Let’s do a 3-way 
battle.” 

The live streamers immediately knew Man Guoding was try- 
ing to get more views for Ling Meng’s stream. The five of them 
could probably garner a few million viewers. 

“Sure. I'll team up with Lemon Daddy.” 

“I’m teaming up with him. You guys can figure out your own 
teams.” 

“Tyrant!” 

“That's cold.” 

“So cold.” 

“Exactly.” 

Man Guoding ignored them. “Honey, pick Team Yellow.” 

“I prefer blue,” Ling Meng said pointedly before picking 
Team Blue. StreamerA got himself the other spot in the same 
team the next second. 

Man Guoding blatantly abused his rights as the host, swap- 
ping Ling Meng to Team Yellow and shoving StreamerB, the 


funny guy who was the weakest player of them all, into Team 
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Blue instead. The last two players ended up in Team Red. 

“You're cheating, StreamerA said unhappily. 

“Have you ever seen a blue lemon? I’m starting the battle.” 

The three-way battle mode in Galaxy Legends upped the ante 
by adding a third team to the battlefield. It spiced up the civil 
war between the Federation and Empire with the inclusion of a 
non-human element—the Aliens. 

“Please let me get the Empire. Even the Federation will do,’ 
Ling Meng said. His leg jittered as he waited for the battle map 
to download. “I don’t like playing the Aliens. They’re fugly.” 

[System] The battle has begun! Lead the Alien forces to vic- 
tory! 

Ling Meng glared at the screen. 

“Lemon Daddy be raging lol” 

“He shudda known better. He literally jinxed himself.” 

“Don't worry, daddy. Mangod will carry you to victory!” 

It wasn’t just their unpalatable appearance that Ling Meng 
disliked. The Aliens became a powerhouse during the later stage 
of the battle, which meant that it was often the target of joint 
attacks by the Federation and Empire at the earlier stages. To 
come out ahead of the other two camps, players fighting for 
the Alien forces must resort to underhanded tactics at the start 
of the match. This ran contrary to the way Ling Meng played, 
which involved a lack of restraint and a lot of brute force. The 
way Man Guoding played, on the other hand, made him the 
perfect candidate for the Alien forces. That was why the viewers 
watching his live stream were celebrating—they didn’t get many 
chances to watch him play as the Alien forces. They did have 


some concerns about Ling Meng’s allocation to the Alien fac- 
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tion though. 

“A moment of silence for Lemon Daddy's alien troops.” 

“Congrats to the Federation and Empire! You've just re- 
ceived a Lemon Daddy buff.” 

“don't worry, guys. Mangod can take all of them without 
breaking a sweat.” 

After loading the battle map, Ling Meng checked out his 
location then spent some time locating Man Guoding’s base. 
To his dismay, both of them were located on either end of the 
continent. They still didn’t know where their enemies were, but 
judging from the terrain, one of them was probably located dan- 
gerously close to Man Guoding’s base. 

“There's probably a Federation or Empire base in my vicinity,” 
Man Guoding said after deploying a scout to explore the sur- 
rounding area. “We might end up tapping on the same mines.” 

“My area seems pretty secure. I’m surrounded by mountain- 
ous terrain.” 

“You should focus on mining resources first. I'll probably 
have my first battle encounter soon.” 

“I don’t wanna mine. I wanna wreak havoc.” Ling Meng pout- 
ed. “You promised to carry me so that I could do whatever I 
want.” 

“Yes, yes, you can. Just build a teleportation portal first.” 

Ling Meng levelled up his tech skill tree and selected the tele- 
portation portal. With the construction of the portal in prog- 
ress, Ling Meng deployed an explorer to survey his surround- 
ings. 

“Whoa, I found a selenium mine!” 


“Sweet.” 
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Ling Meng cleared the monsters in the area and built a min- 
ing station. Next, he built three minecarts. The selenium-rich 
sector was now officially occupied by the Aliens. 

“Heigh-ho, heigh-ho, for ores I go digging, that’s kinda my 
thing...” Ling Meng started singing as he explored the area. Mo- 
ments later, he found an ore belt in his airspace. The location 
where he had spawned turned out to be rich with resources and 
absent of hostile forces, making it the perfect place to build his 
base and forces. Ling Meng happily deployed five unmanned 
mining machines and watched as the figure on the top of his 
screen indicating his resource supply skyrocketed. 

“Didn't someone say that he didn’t wanna mine, that he 
wanted to wreak havoc instead?” 

“Sometimes ‘no’ means ‘yes’.” 

Meanwhile, Man Guoding had a skirmish with his neighbour 
over one mine. Ling Meng, on the other hand, had no such 
troubles and could afford to chat with his viewers. 

“When did I get into the game? Probably around three 
months after the national server was launched. My classmates 
got me into it. Some of them had been playing it since the open 
beta.” 

He had turned his in-game mic on, which meant that Man 
Guoding heard him too. 

“You've been doing those sendoffs of yours since then?” Man 
Guoding asked. 

“Of course not. I only played with my classmates then. They 
got into the game earlier than I had, so I couldn't beat them. I 
was just happy nobody gave me a sendoff; Ling Meng said as he 


built another mining station. “Then, one day, I finally won my 
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first match after losing dozens. You know what that feels like? I 
thrashed the other guy. I was over the moon. When the match 
ended and the countdown timer started, I sent my opponent a 
message, ‘Got a taste of daddy’s awesomeness, yeah?” 

“What happened next?” 

“The guy who lost the match was staying in the room next 
door. He came over and beat me up.” 

“LOLOLOLOLOLOL” 

“LMAO” 

“Now we know Lemon Daddy's origin story!” 

Man Guoding recalled Ling Meng’s petite size and concluded 
he probably got thrashed. As the scene of Ling Meng’s beating 
unfolded in his head, Man Guoding snickered loudly. 

“I realised later that if I'd played against an online player 
who didn’t know me, I wouldn’t get beaten up for sending such 
messages. You guys know how that turned out. Anyway, nobody 
in my course—actually, nobody in my faculty can thrash me in- 
game now. They'd have to challenge me to a physical fight to 
win me in a match.” 

“It's GG in real life and GG in Galaxy Legends.” 

“I'm sure he can take on anyone in his university.” 

“Anyone in his university? Ehem...” 

“Something smells fishy...” 

“Smells like a secret...” 

“Smells like something filthy...” 

“The portal’s up!” Ling Meng interrupted the conversation 
loudly. 

“That's a clumsy attempt at changing the subject.” 

"A very deliberate attempt.” 
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“Sus.” 

“I’m here.” Man Guoding teleported most of his forces to 
Ling Meng’s territory to keep them away from harm and left 
only a tiny mobile squad at his own base. Ling Meng’s base was 
flooded with lizard men within seconds. 

“Why do you like the lizard men so much?” 

“Do you prefer the insectoids instead?” 

The insectoids that Man Guoding were talking about were 
the most disgusting units to be found in Galaxy Legends, and 
were a nuisance dead and alive. While they dealt little damage, 
they had extremely high HP. After they were killed, their corps- 
es would decompose and turn into a pool of pus. Units took 
sustained damage if they stepped into these pools. 

With the image of those disgusting insectoids in mind, Ling 
Meng shook his head furiously. “Nope, I prefer the lizard men.’ 

[System] Your ally is under attack. 

“Need any help?” Ling Meng asked casually after the system 
alert sounded. Honestly, he wasn’t particularly keen on fighting. 
He was having too much fun mining. 

“It’s alright. I can handle it.” The look in Man Guoding’s eyes 
changed as he concentrated on the battle at hand. If he had 
turned on his camera too, his viewers would have noticed the 
distinct shift in the expression on his face. 

“Tt’s been a while since I’ve streamed myself playing the Alien 
forces. Today, let me demonstrate the battle capabilities of their 
basic infantry unit.” 

A significant portion of the lizard men at Ling Meng’s base 
left. Meanwhile, on the other side of the continent, a squad of 


a dozen or so lizard men was slithering across the battle map 
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speedily. Their target? StreamerB’s main Empire base. Why? He 
was the sole player stuck in the Stardust tier while the rest were 
either in the God tier or the Diamond tier. StreamerB’s fans 
were used to watching their idol being subjected to various cre- 
ative forms of abuse—their source of entertainment. If you were 
watching StreamerB’s live stream, you would be able to hear his 
ongoing commentary during the battle. 

“Take that! ...shit, I missed! Well, take that! ...shit, I missed 
again! Third time’s the charm! What the hell? Is Mangod some 
kinda snake in disguise? How did he slip through my fingers 
again?” 

Everyone started laughing at StreamerB. They tried to con- 
vince him to just give up. After all, he was going up against 
Mangod. The guy wasn’t just one of the top thirty players in the 
game, he was considered one of the best three players when it 
came to commandeering the Alien forces. StreamerA was situat- 
ed too far away from him to offer him any backup. All he could 
do was yell at his ally. 

“Have you built a backup base? Build it now!” 

“It’s too late for that! He’s attacking me right now. Stop! Ow! 
SOS!” 

While Man Guoding was massacring Empire soldiers, Ling 
Meng was getting sick of mining ores. He put on the off vocal 
track of “Blank Space” by Taylor Swift and started rocking to 
the catchy tune. 

“Hey, I’m kinda buried in ores, ’'m kinda drowning in re- 
sOUICceS. 

“Lemon Daddy’s gonna teach ya, dirty tricks to build your 


forces. 
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“Diggin’ ores all over the place, then back to base where 
they'll stay. 

“When I’m done diggin’ all my ores, ’ll come save the day.” 

Pi Daya appeared on the screen again and started doing a 
Bollywood dance behind Ling Meng. The two of them made 
the perfect combo, Pi Daya gyrating and Ling Meng nodding 
his head to the beat. 

“| think | might have subscribed to a fake gaming channel.” 

“Welcome to Kat-Fu’s talent show.” 

“We've got a scammer live streaming himself mining. | feel 
so cheated. My moolah and my time, all down the drain.” 

“What spell did u chant to summon a backup dancer like 
that?” 

Meanwhile, the Federation decided to invade Man Guoding’s 
defenceless base while he was busy attacking the Empire. They 
did not expect to be swarmed by lizard men who appeared out 
of nowhere. Their vessels were overrun by hostile forces and 
their units massacred. At first, everyone thought that Ling Meng 
had finally deployed reinforcements to help Man Guoding, but 
he hadn't. The latter had teleported the rest of his forces at Ling 
Meng’s base to his base, then he proceeded to hold both defen- 
sive and offensive fronts at the same time perfectly, to the awe of 
his viewers. 

“PU be in my bunk. BRB” 

“My head's spinning from the constant switches between 
multiple cameras. I'll have to beat 100 Lemon Daddys before | 
can reach Mangod's level.” 

“Meanwhile, Lemon Daddy is still mining ores... hard to 


believe how he’s usually the one who's running amok on the 
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battlefield...” 

Most of the viewers watching Ling Meng’s live stream were 
Man Guoding’s fans who had two windows on their screens 
so that they could watch both streams concurrently. That was 
how they were blessed with the rare and bizarre sight of Man 
Guoding massacring Empire troops in one window and Ling 
Meng running around the mine, mining away—all the while 
belting out a remix of “Blank Space”. It would have driven any- 
one bonkers. 

“Hard to believe that they’re actually playing the same 
game [ded.jpg]” 

“NO WAY. Mangod and Lemon Daddy have always been 
playing totally different games.” 

“When ur OP vs when ur not OP” 

“You get why they're from totally different universes now, 
right?” 

Man Guoding destroyed StreamerB and nearly did the same 
to StreamerC when the latter tried to invade his base. He took 
a moment out of terrorizing his enemies to check up on Ling 
Meng, who had occupied the vein on the sizable southwestern 
section of the map. He had transformed Galaxy Legends into 
SimCity. 

“You've maxed out your resource capacity. Are you going 
to join the battle? If you're not, I’m gonna go ahead and crush 
them.” 

StreamerC was desperately clinging on to life and waiting for 
reinforcements to arrive. Unfortunately, Man Guoding wasn’t 
planning on giving him the opportunity to escape and regroup. 


“Give me another minute,’ Ling Meng said reluctantly. “Let 
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me finish mining my last batch of ores.” 

“Knock yourself out.” 

Meanwhile, StreamerD, who had been staying out of the 
fight while building his forces stumbled upon Ling Meng’s min- 
ing station near his base. The sight of the facility left him at a 
loss for words. In fact, the sheer impunity that Ling Meng was 
displaying was kind of insulting. 

He reacted by deploying a spy, which was a type of ground 
unit exclusive to the Federation. While they had extremely low 
HP, they had a unique skill—they could convert enemy build- 
ings into Federation buildings. The Empire and Alien forces had 
no such units, and they had to uncover the spies before their 
buildings were turned into Federation buildings that could 
then not be dismantled for parts, only destroyed. StreamerD 
made the incredibly regrettable decision of deploying a spy. Ling 
Meng, who had been happily minding his own business and 
mining ores, was livid when he realised that a spy had infiltrated 
his mining station. 

“If youd blown up my base, I might've let it slide, but I won't 
let you get away with stealing my ores!” 

Fuming, Ling Meng deployed an augmented queen ant, 
which led the alien troops in a massive attack that levelled 
StreamerD’s base. 

StreamerD was a live streamer who kept his camera on during 
his streams. Ling Meng’s attack had taken him by complete 
surprise. His viewers could see him gawking at his screen. He 
had no idea what had happened. What went wrong? How did 
things end up like this? 


Crushing one player wasn’t enough to quell Ling Meng’s rage. 
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He sent his troops northwards, his army razing everything to 
the ground and destroying what remained of StreamerC’s base 
without breaking a sweat. Next, Ling Meng turned his sights on 
the last surviving player, StreamerA. The viewers could almost 
taste his bloodlust. Man Guoding, who had been busy the entire 
game, ended up tagging along. 

“Who said Lemon wasn’t suited for playing the Alien fac- 
tion? He's doing great.” 

“Sure, hunk. Whatever you Say.” 

“Lemon Daddy be showing them who's boss!” 

“Twas a mine that launched a thousand ships.” 

“Anyone out there watching Lemon Daddy's stream at the 
same time? He's still playing Tay Tay’s song while massacring 
the Empire. Plus, his backup dancer is still dancing PPAP...” 

[System] The Aliens emerged victorious after a fierce battle! 

[Universe][Aliens]Lemon: nobody's touching daddy’s ores 
as long as tay tay is playing! 

[Universe] [Federation]StreamerD: forgive me, lemon daddy. 


ur too OP for me 


When Ling Meng woke up and went online the next day, 
he discovered that he was trending again. His beloved fans had 
made GIFs of the facial expressions he made during his live 
stream and posted them online, taking the Galaxy Legends com- 
munity by storm. In fact, there was a distinct possibility that 
those GIFs might end up going viral all over the Web. 

Ling Meng had learnt about the GIFs from his class group 
chat. He checked his phone as soon as he woke up and was 


alarmed to see over 99 new messages in the chat. He assumed 
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they were about something important and checked immedi- 
ately, only to see his own face staring back at him. At first, he 
thought he had mistakenly selected his fan club’s group chat. He 
returned to the main page and stared at the name of the chat. 
Nope. It hadn’t been a mistake. 

Maybe he had done something wrong and somehow slipped 
into an alternate universe for a second. 

Ling Meng tried again. Very carefully, he tapped on his screen 
and entered his class group chat. He scrolled through nervously. 
It took a while, but he found himself staring at GIF after GIF of 
himself. While he had been asleep, his dear classmates had been 
using his GIFs as emojis and spamming one another. 

Ling Meng threw himself out of his bed, walked up to Pi 
Daya’s bed and shook him out of his slumber. 

“Who shared GIFs of me in the class group chat?” 

“What? What GIFs? Oh, I think it was Du Lian. He posted 
them in the group chat last night after youd gone to bed,” Pi 
Daya mumbled sleepily. 

Du Lian—the guy who beat Ling Meng up after Ling Meng 
had thrashed him in-game. The guy staying next door. The guy 
in Ling Meng’s origin story. 

“Screw him!” 

“Dude, calm down. Your GIFs are everywhere. Someone 
would've done it eventually,’ Pi Daya said before yawning loud- 
ly. He turned around and went back to sleep. He was exhausted 
after staying up all night spamming GIFs of Ling Meng in the 
group chat. 

Ling Meng didn’t believe a word Pi Daya had said. When 
he checked his fan club’s group chat, he was bombarded with 
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his GIFs again. Somehow, the group chat had ballooned to five 
hundred members overnight. 

Lemon: where did all these people come from? 

FanA: daddy’s here.gif 

FanB: say hi to your daddy.gif 

Lemon: use your words 

FanC: daddy’s not Listening.gif 

Lemon: stop it! 

FanE: mad daddy.gif 

FanF: pufferfish daddy.gif 

The same thing was happening on social media. Every trend- 
ing comment was a different GIF and—surprise, surprise—the 
top comment was still “you're too OP uwu”. The other trending 
GIFs, in order of popularity, were—pissed, super pissed, mad 
daddy, pufferfish daddy, hamster daddy, naturally dimpled, got 
a taste of daddy's awesomeness yeah, lemon daddy the ultimate 
OG, NC17 streamer queerbaiting alert, PG streamer, you filthy 
fans, gg daddy, no mining all fighting, can’t stop mining, u carry 
me while i carry on, when tay tay is on only i get to play. 

Someone had dug out the photo he had taken with the pack 
of Durex, photoshopped his face into the picture and captioned 
it—no to condoms, yes to daddy. 


Ling Meng was so done. 


What would you do if you woke up and found you had be- 
come a meme? 

Ling Meng was queuing for breakfast at Canteen 2 when he 
felt a pat on his shoulder. 


“Ling Meng!” 
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He turned around and was greeted by the smiling face of the 
hottest girl in his course. 

“Su Beili?” 

“Morning.” 

“M-morning,’ Ling Meng stuttered. A light blush coloured 
the face of the guy who sent terror into the hearts of countless 
players in Galaxy Legends. 

“Buying breakfast?” Su Beili asked casually. 

“Yeah. Do you like buns? My treat.” 

Su Beili giggled before walking away without saying a word. 
A few seconds later, she turned around. “Love your memes.” 

Ling Meng flushed a brilliant red. 

“So, it’s true. You do blush when you talk to girls.” 

Ling Meng jumped. He had no idea when Man Guoding had 
arrived. The guy was queuing behind him. 

“Are you trying to give me a heart attack?” Ling Meng 
snapped. The blush on his face had faded away. “Hold on a min- 
ute... who told you that?” 

Man Guoding smirked. Ling Meng looked down. Man 
Guoding was wearing flip flops. 

“Can't you wear something else when youre out? Your fans 
would be so disappointed if they saw you now.” 

A famous live streamer who went around in flip flops all the 
time. Fancy that. Ling Meng felt like he had come into some 
very incriminating gossip. 

“I’m just getting breakfast.” Man Guoding laughed. “I don’t 
have any classes in the morning.” 

“Why are you up so early then?” Ling Meng was surprised. 


“IT never do breakfast on days when I don’t have classes in the 
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morning” 

Ling Meng wouldn't be the only one. Every guy attending 
university probably didn’t either. 

“But breakfast is the most important meal of the day. Tell me 
when you don’t have morning classes. I'll bring you breakfast.” 

“Are you serious?” Ling Meng gaped. One could hardly imag- 
ine Lemon Daddy making such a ridiculous expression. He was 
supposed to be much too cool for that. Man Guoding wanted to 
pinch his cheeks. 

“Tl be getting breakfast for myself too, so it’s no trouble at 
all. Besides, we're practically neighbours.” 

“Tuesdays and Fridays.” Was he honestly getting free meals 
for nothing? Something didn’t feel quite right. 

“Got it. Are you streaming tonight?” Man Guoding changed 
the subject the next second so that Ling Meng wouldn't have 
the chance to turn down his offer of free breakfasts. 

“I guess so.” Ling Meng found himself wrong footed by the 
sudden change in subject. 

“Are you going to stream yourself mining ores again?” 

“Hey! I totally carried you during that match!” Ling Meng 
retorted. 

“Sure, whatever you say.” Man Guoding gave him a light 
shove. Ling Meng had reached the front of the line. “Get your 
buns.” 

The student in front of Ling Meng turned around after he 
had got his meal. His eyes lit up when they landed on Ling 
Meng. “Hey! I saw your meme online!” 

Ling Meng stared back at him wordlessly. 


“Can't believe I’ve actually run into the real deal.” 
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“You seen any fake ones walking around?” 

“Hey, man, can I take a picture with you?” 

“No.” 

“Guess I'll just have to photoshop one myself?’ 

Who knew what kind of photos he was going to end up 
photoshopping? “Come on, man. It’s just a photo. I love taking 
pictures!” 

The excited guy pulled his phone out. Right before he 
snapped a picture, Man Guoding stepped into the frame and 
threw his arm around Ling Meng’s shoulder. The guy ended up 
with a picture of the three of them. 

“I wanna take a picture with a walking meme too,’ Man 
Guoding explained. 

“Yeah, you totally get me, man. Add my socials. I'll send you 
the picture.” 

While Man Guoding was busy exchanging his contact details 
with the guy, a fuming Ling Meng stepped up to the counter 
and gave his order. 

“A bun and a cup of soy milk, please,” he huffed in annoyance. 

“You some kind of celebrity, kid?” the server asked. 

“No, I’m not.” 

“Don't lie to me, kid. I saw that guy clamouring to take a pic- 
ture with you.” 

“Yeah, man,” said the student who had asked for a picture 
with Ling Meng. He had overheard Ling Meng’s conversation 
with the server. “He’s like, super famous!” 

“Really? My daughter's really into celebrities. Take a picture 
with me. I'll let you have the bun for free.” 


Ling Meng sighed inwardly. All he wanted was to have his 
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bun in peace. Was that too much to ask? 


@Lemon: tune in to my live stream at 8pm [kitty] 

Everyone started commenting with GIFs after the post was 
published. 

@FanA: im ready with my cat tree [a daddy’s love.gif] 

@FanB: ive been Lurking in the channel since 8am. you're 
telling me the streams only starting at 8pm? [pufferfish 
daddy.gif] 

@Fanc: will a certain NC17 streamer be joining tonight? 
[daddy’s so excited.gif] 

Ling Meng was overjoyed when he found a PG comment 
buried in a sea of suggestive comments. Honestly, the sight of an 
adorable chibi version of a lemon amidst the GIFs of Ling Meng 
was really refreshing. 

@Lemon: OMG. that’s super cute. did u draw that? 

@Lil Teddy: yup! do u Like it? i can draw more! 

Ling Meng received a series of chibi lemons—some growling, 
some fuming. He kept swapping the channel’s avatar. He also 
ended up making Lil Teddy a moderator. 

Ling Meng was extremely happy with the new avatar for his 
channel—a chibi lemon. That was until he spotted the avatar 
Man Guoding had for his channel. It was a chibi mango. He 
checked Man Guoding’s socials. The same, newly updated chibi 
mango stared him in the face. 

@Lemon: whats going on? did you also draw mangod’s 
avatar? 

@Lil Teddy: he told me he liked yours and wanted one 


too. arent you guys a ship? 
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That stupid mangosteen trying to fake his way into becoming 
a mango! He had so many fans, why did he have to con Ling 
Meng’s fan into drawing an avatar for him? Offended, Ling 
Meng rejected Man Guoding’s invite for a match twice. 

“I don’t wanna stream myself gaming today.’ 

“What are you gonna stream yourself doing then? Danc- 
ing? Don't you have a backup dancer for that?” 

“I'd watch Lemon Daddy trim his toenails.” 

“CyberSex anyone?” 

[Notice] The Moderator Mangosteen has banned Lurker 
from posting for 1 hour. 

“Why are you lurking in my channel?” 

The Moderator Mangosteen: i'm the moderator. it's my job 
to ensure the channel remains family friendly. 

“What was wrong with your old avatar?” 

The Moderator Mangosteen: the new one’s cuter. 

“It is.” 

“Very cute indeed.” 

“Cuter when they come in a pair.” 

A viewer suggested something then. 

“if you don't wanna play Galaxy Legends, why don't you 
just live stream yourself eating a mango?” 

“A mango?” Ling Meng snickered. “I'll live stream myself eat- 
ing a mango if he live streams himself eating a lemon.” 

Everyone knew who Ling Meng was talking about. They 
started clamouring for Man Guoding to live stream himself eat- 
ing a lemon. 

The Moderator Mangosteen: i'll eat the lemon. but i’m not 


gonna show myself doing that. 
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“Who's gonna know if you actually ate it?” 

The Moderator Mangosteen: the lemon will know. 

A confused Ling Meng eventually realised what Man 
Guoding meant when a flood of danmu called him out for his 
insinuating something lewd. 

“Where's my new moderator? Ban this guy right now!” 

The Moderator Lil Teddy: reporting for duty, sir! mangod 
outranks me, sir. i don’t have the right to ban him 

Ling Meng suddenly remembered that someone had recom- 
mended a video for him to watch. 

“Guys, let’s watch a video.” 

He found the link and clicked on it. The video was called “No 
Mining, Pure Chaos”. Ling Meng regretted his decision right 
away. He had a really bad feeling about this. 

“This doesn’t look like it’s gonna be good. Let’s not watch it.” 

“Noooooo it looks great. Let's watch it!” 

“START THE VIDEO.” 

“U gotta finish what u started!” 

Ling Meng sighed as he clicked “play”. A familiar tune started 
playing. It was “Blank Space” by Taylor Swift, the song that he 
had played yesterday. 

“My daddy's got the best taste in music. This song rocks!” 

“l feel like | could take on the world!” 

“I've memorised the lyrics Lemon Daddy sang yesterday!” 

Realisation dawned on Ling Meng as he watched the first 
few seconds of the video. It was a fan video of his and Man 
Guoding’s streams yesterday. The screen had been split into two. 
On one side was Man Guoding’s screen and on the other was 


a video of Ling Meng mining as he rocked to “Blank Space”. 
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The editor had inserted a snippet of his conversation with Man 
Guoding at the beginning of the video. 

“| don’t wanna mine. | wanna wreak havoc.” 

"Yes, yes, you can. 

Ling Meng watched silently as Man Guoding threw himself 
into battle with the enemy. Meanwhile, he was driving a mine- 
cart around and mining ores. He had no idea how obsessed he 
had been with mining during yesterday's game. 

“A PSA to the viewers who're seeing this for the first 
time—they're playing the same match. In the same game.” 

"As we all know, the groom is always on the right. The 
poster knows what he’s doing!” 

“| can stare at this frame forever LOL” 

“Beware viewers. Lemon Daddy's gonna cast his ultimate 
skill: Summon Backup Dancer!” 

“I remember I stopped mining ores at this point. Someone 
must've done some creative editing. The timestamp doesn’t 
match up with the video.” 

“Lemon Daddy tryna explain his way out of stuff but his 
300k viewers knew what they saw.” 

“Whatever u say, daddy dearest.” 

“I’m not trying to weasel my way out of anything! I’m telling 
the truth!” Ling Meng retorted. 

The video reached its climax as Man Guoding led his massive 
army of lizard men in a fearsome attack that wiped out the ene- 
mies. Meanwhile, Ling Meng was still happily mining away as a 
brawny guy danced samba in the background. 

“You have destroyed the enemy’s rocket turret... you have de- 


stroyed the enemy's nuclear power plant... you have destroyed 
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the enemy's radar capability,” droned the right speaker. 

“Diggin’ ores all over the place, then back to base where 
they'll stay...” sang the left speaker. 

Ling Meng hid his face behind his hands. No, this wasn't 
him. This must have been somebody else. 

“Awww Lemon Daddy's embarrassed lol” 

“He can’t handle the truth!” 

“This can’t possibly be me. It’s a deepfake. Whoever posted 
this video has gone too far!” 

“A deepfake? That's a lotta work for a fan video!” 

“I don’t make faces like that. This is character assassination.” 

“It’s nobody, nobody but youuuuuu. Our young heroic Lem- 
on Daddy, that’s whooooo!” 

“Where did they find this guy? He looks exactly like me.” 

“Someone special, thats who. Costs two times more than 
ur avg actor.” 

“The voice actor’s really good too. The lip-syncing is perfect.” 

“Did the guy who made the video hear that? The voice ac- 
tor’s gonna cost two times more too.” 

“Lemon Daddy: chatty mode is now enabled.” 

“Lemon Daddy: the ultimate chatterbox!” 

“The poster is such a troll. He must be an anti-fan, which 
I have tons of. He’s probably one of those players who I’d 
thrashed in-game. I’m sure of it. He must have sped up Man- 
god's video. There’s no way the lizard men were moving that fast. 
Look at him attacking on both fronts, trying to look impressive 
and all. I was expecting a smug look on his face. Where is it? 
Shit, that was really impressive. Holy shit. That’s. Whoa. I’m 


speechless. Well, I was trying to give my teammate the chance to 
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show off his skills. That’s why I didn’t get involved in the battle. 
But honestly, there’s no way I spent so much time mining. I only 
spent a tiny fraction of the game mining.” 

The video ended with the enemy base being blown to smith- 
ereens, a closeup of Ling Meng’s overflowing resource bar while 
the snippet of Ling Meng’s conversation with Man Guoding 
replayed again and again. 

‘| don’t wanna mine. | wanna wreak havoc...| don't wanna 
mine. | wanna wreak havoc...| wanna wreak havoc...” 

“Yes, yes, you can. 

Ling Meng pulled his headset off. “I told you guys it was gon- 
na be a terrible video. You could tell from its title.” 

Thirty seconds passed. He shoved his headset on again. 

“Actually, it was a little funny. Let’s watch it again.” 

Ling Meng, who had declared that he shan’t be gaming today, 
felt a sudden itch to log onto Galaxy Legends after watching 
Man Guoding fight off the enemy in the video twice. He ended 
up logging onto the game and having the night of his life as he 
threw himself into battle. His viewers, who didn’t have to watch 
Ling Meng mine ores for most of the match this time, flooded 
the channel with kibbles. They seemed adamant to stuff him full 
and turn him into a fat cat. 

As soon as Ling Meng ended his live stream, he got a direct 
message from Man Guoding. 

Team 1 Man Guoding: wanna get supper? 

Having won five fights in a row tonight, Ling Meng was still 
buzzing with the afterglow of victory. He accepted the invite 
instantly. 


Lemon: sure. my treat! 
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He realised that he hadn’t updated Man Guoding’s nickname 
on his end after the tournament and decided it was time that he 
did so. 
NC17 Streamer: i'll come find you? 


Lemon: its okay. lets meet at the gate! 


The alley outside Yanshan’s northern gate was lined with 
food stalls and became packed with crowds at night. Ling Meng 
found two empty seats in a tiny corner of the BBQ stall that 
he patronised regularly. While he started choosing his skewers, 
Man Guoding appeared next to him and just stood there. 

“Arent you going to get anything?” 

With surprise in his eyes, Man Guoding eyed the tray in Ling 
Meng’s hands which was overflowing with skewers. “Is that for 
the both of us?” 

“Of course not. This is all for me.” 

Man Guoding looked impressed. “You eat a lot for a small 
guy. 

“I'm a growing boy.” Ling Meng could tell that Man Guoding 
didn’t really believe him and was trying his hardest not to show 
it. He pouted. “Hey, I’m only nineteen. I heard there’s still a 
chance for you to hit a growth spurt before you hit twenty-five.” 

“I'm sure youre right.” Man Guoding threw a few more skew- 
ers onto Ling Meng’s plate. “Here, have some more.” 

After Man Guoding was done picking his skewers, Ling 
Meng handed the tray to the stall owner and ordered two bot- 
tles of beer. “I want more chilli in mine.” 

“Got it.” The man recognised Ling Meng as one of his regu- 


lars and was friendlier than usual. “I’ve only got the two empty 
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seats in the corner left.” 

“Perfect. That’s the spot I was eyeing.” 

The waitress served them a plate of appetizers after they sat 
down. 

“Dad said it’s on the house.” The young woman beamed. 

Ling Meng blushed. “That's so kind of him.” 

The waitress was used to Ling Meng reacting this way. She 
smiled and got back to work. 

“Do you blush as long as it’s a girl you're talking to?” Man 
Guoding had assumed Ling Meng only did that when a pretty 
girl was involved. 

Ling Meng didn’t want to answer that question, so he started 
digging into the appetizers with feigned gusto. 

“I prefer a table in the corner. It’s more discreet. You won't get 
recognised this way, Ling Meng muttered as he looked around. 
“I kinda understand why you don’t turn your camera on when 
you live stream.” 

“It’s just you. You're too adorable. I’ve seen your GIFs in all 
the group chats I’m in.” 

Ling Meng bared his teeth to prove that, no sir, he wasn’t the 
least bit adorable at all. “This is all your fault!” 

Man Guoding seemed taken aback. “How’s this my fault?” 

“Tt is! The only reason I started streaming was to steal your 
viewers!” 

Realisation dawned on Man Guoding. That was why he had 
resorted to turning his camera on. 

“I see.” 

“It’s your fault for having so many fans. All I did was say 


something. Now, they’re posting GIFs of me everywhere online. 
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I see my face every day, everywhere. Do you have any idea how I 
feel?” Ling Meng glumly emptied his glass of beer. 

“I do.” Man Guoding refilled Ling Meng’s glass. “Though if 
I recall correctly, Lemon Daddy’s got his own fair share of fans 
too. 

“It’s hardly the same. Your fans send you gifts every day. Mine 
spam me with GIFs.” 

Man Guoding snickered. “I could send you gifts every day 
too. 

“Please don't. Don’t give me any more cat trees. Not like I can 
scratch them all. Plus, the platform takes a big cut. What a waste 
of money. You might as well send the money to me.” 

“T sent you the cat tree because I recognise you as a good live 
streamer. Sending you money sends a different message.” Man 
Guoding chuckled as he lowered his voice. “That'll make you 
my kept man.” 

Ling Meng shivered. This was exactly how he had felt when 
he heard Man Guoding’s laughter through his headset. The man 
had a mesmerising voice that even a straight man could appreci- 
ate. This must be why he had so many female fans even though 
he never showed his face on camera. 

“Can you actually hold a conversation that isn’t inappropri- 
ate?” Ling Meng grumbled. “We're not live streaming now. Stop 
acting.” 

“You think the way I talk to you when I’m live streaming is 
an act? That I’m only doing it for the viewers?” 

“Weren't you? Talking dirty, queerbaiting and teaming up 
with other live streamers. I know those tricks too.” 


“You've watched my live streams. You ever seen me flirting 
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with anyone else?” 

“You probably flirted with those streamer friends of yours,” 
Ling Meng retorted weakly. It was a terrible argument. Mangod 
was so famous that he didn’t need to resort to queerbaiting to 
keep himself relevant. 

The food came and saved Ling Meng from having to continue 
the topic. He shoved a piping hot skewer into Man Guoding’s 
hand. “Come on, tuck in before it gets cold.” 

This was the first time Man Guoding saw Ling Meng eat. The 
guy's appetite was terrifying. He hadn’t been lying when he said 
that all those skewers were meant for him. In fact, he probably 
could’ve eaten more. 

“How do you put so much away? You didn’t eat that much 
this morning. You only got a bun.” 

“It was a bun from Canteen 2. Would you have more than 
two of those?” 

“No.” 

Ling Meng rolled his eyes at Man Guoding. 

“How do you stay in shape?” 

“Are you making fun of my height again? I’m actually one of 
the taller ones where I’m from, but the average height of local 
guys here is around 1.8 metres. Are you from around here?” 

“Yeah.” 

Ling Meng clucked in annoyance. “Do people in Hushuo 
feed growth hormones to their kids or something? By the way, I 
watched the video of your match yesterday. You used an evasive 
tactic that was awesome. How did you manage to reach that 
kind of APM?” 

Ling Meng perked up whenever he talked about gaming, as 
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if he could go on and on without rest. As he talked excitedly 
about the game, he failed to notice the frequent looks that the 
patrons at a nearby table kept throwing him and Man Guoding. 

“You see the guy sitting over there? Does he look like the guy 
in the GIF you sent me earlier today?” 

“Oh my god, yes, he does!” 

“Who is he?” 

“He’s a video game streamer. He’s real cute. I can't believe 
we're seated a table away from him!” 

“You wanna snap a picture of him?” 

“How?” 

“Move over to my side. We'll pretend that we're taking a we- 
fie.” 

Ling Meng paused momentarily as he got distracted by some- 
thing. Man Guoding turned around as he followed Ling Meng’s 
gaze and found himself staring at two girls taking wefies of 
themselves. 

“Something wrong?” 

“No.” They were just taking wefies. He was probably being 
paranoid. Ling Meng shrugged and went back to talking about 
gaming. 

“The guy sitting right across from him is so hot!” the girl try- 
ing to snap a photo of Ling Meng squealed. 

“Yes, he’s so hot! Did you get a picture?” 

“No. I froze when he turned around. I thought he was onto 
us.” 

“Aw, man...” 

The two girls looked at the photos they had taken secretly. 
All they got was a face that looked blurry under the stall’s dim 
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lighting and the back of the hot guy. How disappointing. 


After a long chat with Ling Meng, Man Guoding returned 
to his dormitory just before curfew. When he got back to his 
room, he checked his phone and was bombarded by a flood of 
messages from his channel’s moderator. 

Mango-go: boss, you there? you gotta do something quick 
before somebody steals your man! 

Mangosteen: ? 

Mango-go: check out this post-> http:/(www.galaxyleg- 
endstea.hs/post-10086.html 

[Latest Scandal]Trending male streamer spotted cosying up 
with tall, dark and mysterious during a late night tryst. 

Original Poster: [blurry photo.jpg] 

Comment #1: first 

Comment #2: ...second? 

Comment #3: it’s too blurry. can’t see no shit [shrugs] 

Comment #4: i ain't see no shit, but i do spot lemon daddy 
[smiles] he’s quite recognisable 

Comment #5: somebody saw lemon daddy irl? share your lo- 
cation, pls! 

Comment #6: re: #5, lemon daddy said he’s attending school 
in hushuo. if he were attending university, you would probably 
run into him near the campus. 

Original Poster: bingo! caught ourselves a lemon daddy 
while having supper at the food alley near the unis. forgot to 


bring along a master ball though [weeps] 


Comment #38: where's tall, dark and mysterious? is this click- 
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bait? 
Original Poster: he’s right here! [blurry photo_hot guy circled 
in red.jpg] 
Comment #40: still ain't seeing no shit [shrugs] 
Original Poster: i swear im telling the truth! they were seated 
in a corner. the hot guy had his back towards us the whole time 
except that one time when he turned around. we didnt manage 


to get a picture! my bff was there. she'll vouch for me! 


Comment #95: that’s right, ill vouch for her. he was super 
hot! they looked like they were having a great time. he looked 
more animated in real life! they were still chatting when we left 
at around llpm. the meme guy never stopped eating! 

Comment #96: if it’s true, @Mangod, you gotta do some- 
thing before your man runs off with somebody else! 

Comment #97: that'll never happen! lemon daddy belongs 
with mangod. there’s nothing between him and tall, dark and 
mysterious! 

Comment #98: wait a second! you mean there are people 
who ship mangod/lemon daddy? that’s nasty! where do i sign 
up? 

Comment #99: lol mango lemonade sounds yummy, doesn't 


it? makes u just wanna gobble it up [drools] 


Comment #256: mangod was a respectable streamer until 
lemon daddy came along. now, everyone's calling him a NC17 
streamer [sobs] and now the alleged PG streamer’s run off with 
some hot guy after mangod’s turned NC17? that's hardly PG at 


all! 
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Comment #256: what do you call a mango that's been 


cheated on? lets have a minute of silence for our poor mangod 


Mangosteen: | see. 

Mango-go: that’s it? 

Mango-go: u seem calmer than i expected 

Mangosteen: what were you expecting? 

Mango-go: we've got your back, mangod! you should talk 
to lemon daddy and clear the air. guys sup together all the 
time. it’s no big deal. i dun wanna have to change my handle 
to cuck-oo! 

Mangosteen: there’s no need to clear the air if it’s no big 
deal 

Mango-go: have we gotten it all wrong in the first place? 
was lemon daddy telling the truth when he said that you 
were just queerbaiting for the views? 

Mango-go: you've never done something like this before. 
you even changed your avatar to match lemon daddy’s! as 
your fans, we all drew the same conclusion... 

Mango-go: i guess it was all in our head. you did gift him 
quite a few cat trees though. what a waste! 

Mangosteen: *pat* you're overthinking it 

Mango-go: | know now 

Mangosteen: but it’s not nothing 

Mango-go: huh??? 

Mango-go: there’s another update! check out comment 


#481 
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Comment #481: i saw this earlier today. can anyone fact- 
check this for accuracy? http://www.microcblog.hs/watermelon 

Comment #482: breaking news! 

Comment #483: what news? 

Comment #484: reposting it again. btw, isnt it kinda wrong 
to post someone's photo like that? dm me if this is you, ill re- 
move immediately @watermelon: saw the meme guy at the 
canteen today. he was super friendly. i asked for a photo with 
him haha [clear photo.jpg] 

Comment #485: lemon daddy is so smol lol. the two guys 
standing next to him are hunching their backs and still look so 
much taller 

Comment #486: the quality of this wefie is so much higher 
than his live stream camera. he’s got such a lovely dimple 

Comment #487: i know we're talking about lemon daddy but 
the guy on the right is super hot 

Comment #488: i was just about to point that out! 

Comment #489: which one of them owns the account? the 
guy on the left or the one on the right? 

Comment #490: the guy on the left. you see the same guy in 
the other photos on his acc 

Comment #491: thanks. anyone know the handle for the guy 


on the right? [smiles] 


Comment #555: did anyone notice this? [blurry photo_this 
guy.jpg] [clear photo_this guy.jpg] 

Comment #556: you've stumbled upon the truth 

Comment #557: it’s the same t-shirt. must be the same guy 


Comment #558: we all thought he was just a npc. turns out 


-90- 


Streaming ((e)) 
Chapter 02 


he’s the main character 

Original Poster: just back from a shower. that’s the guy! the 
guy on the right is the guy who had supper with lemon daddy. i 
only got one look but i remembered his face 

Comment #560: they look really close in the photo. i think 
mangod’s fans should start mourning for his loss 

Comment #561: why?? i just got onto this ship... 

Comment #562: *patpats* we can still ship them secretly 


even if they aren't officially a pair 


Ling Meng was made aware of the existence of the post the 
next day when a viewer wanted him to check it out during his 
live stream. Expecting the worst—some ridiculous tale, per- 
haps—he clicked on the link. He ended up reading a story that 
went beyond the realm of ridiculous and into the domain of 
absolutely preposterous. 

The usually expressive Ling Meng could only gawk at the 
screen. The viewers were treated to a stiff look on his face and 
a slight twitch tugging at the corner of his lips as he attempted 
a smile. They drew their own conclusion: the guy was guilty as 
charged. 

“What do you have to say for yourself, Lemon Daddy?” 

“All I wanna say is that the world’s a dangerous place where 
you may end up getting your photos taken without your knowl- 
edge.” 

“Who was the hot guy you were on a date with? Is he your 
bf?” 

“Come on, I’m sure we all have friends of the same sex who 


we have the occasional supper with.” 
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“My friends aren't that hot.” 

“| wouldn't get supper with a hot guy. I'd get a room with 
him.” 

“Keep it clean, guys! Anyway, there’s only one man for our 
daddy. The one and only. No other man will do!” 

“For a PG streamer, I have surprisingly obscene viewers. Why 
are you guys like that? Are you spies sent by you-know-who?” 

“You're changing the subject. Tell us about your hot date.” 

Ling Meng gave the request some thought. “He's a really 
good Galaxy Legends player.” 

“Sounds like a swell guy.” 

“How good of a player is he? Is he better than Mangod?” 

“I’m not sure.” Ling Meng wouldn't know if Man Guoding 
could best himself in a match. 

“The guy must be amazing if Lemon Daddy says that he’s 
good.” 

“He's endorsed by Lemon Daddy and a match for Mangod. 
Is he a pro gamer?” 

“Stop guessing. You'll never know.” Ling Meng logged into 
the game. He had gotten quite a few tips from Man Guoding 
yesterday and was dying to try them out. “Let's play 1V1 today.” 

Ling Meng started a match and invited Man Guoding to 
battle him. The viewership for their live streams skyrocketed as 
everyone flooded their channels. The peanut gallery was treat- 
ed to a night of matches. Nothing interesting happened. Man 
Guoding didn’t even try to flirt with Ling Meng. 

“I'm here for the scandal, not the game.” 

“They're so into the game.” 


“Mangod's not asking and Lemon Daddy's not saying. 
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They're perfect for each other.” 

Man Guoding made use of the matches to give Ling Meng 
more instruction instead of going all out. Both of them had 
their fair share of victories and defeats. 

It was approaching the time for lights out when Ling Meng 
had finally had his fill. He stretched his arms lazily. “Thanks for 
tuning in to my live stream. Please subscribe to my channel if 
you haven't done so. Let’s end here tonight. See you tomorrow.” 

The Moderator Mangosteen: wait. 

“You got something to say?” 

[Announcement]Mangosteen has gifted Lemon a cat-yard 
with the following message: great game, honey 

Kat-Fu-wide announcements are made when fans give lav- 
ish gifts like cat-yards to streamers. The announcement now 
appeared in the most attention-grabbing section of every chan- 
nel on Kat-Fu. The viewers who had been glued to the screens 
the whole night watching Man Guoding and Ling Meng’s live 
streams were prepared to retire in disappointment. The sudden 
turn of events left them, as well as Ling Meng, in an utter daze. 
It took everyone some time to collect themselves before a tor- 
rent of danmu followed—“A LOVE NEST @”—flooding the 
two channels. 

“Mangod just bought Lemon Daddy a mansion!” 

“I’ve got a house to give away too. Apply here” 

“Mangod's flexing hard after finding out about Lemon Dad- 
dy’s secret tryst with a hot guy” 

While lurking in Man Guoding’s channel, Ling Meng had 
seen similar announcements being blasted everywhere on Kat- 


Fu when rich dudes showered female streamers with cat-yards. 
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Sometimes, fans would send Man Guoding such lavish gifts too, 
but he didn’t expect to get one from Man Guoding. Panicking, 
he reached out and turned his camera off. 

The viewers began protesting as soon as the screen turned 
black. They wanted to see Ling Meng’s reaction after receiving 
the cat-yard. Everyone started flooding the channel with danmu. 

“Why did u turn ur camera off?” 

“He's embarrassed.” 

“Did the gift move him to tears? Maybe he doesn't want us 
to see him cry.” 

Ling Meng coughed awkwardly. “No! My camera, the battery 
went flat.” 

“Your camera runs on batteries? [smiles]” 

“The guy with the house sets the rules [smiles]” 

“Don't forget your power bank the next time [smiles]” 

“Erm...” 

“When Mangod attacks, Lemon Daddy's no match!” 

“Lemon Daddy, don't be afraid. Be free, like Willy!” 

“He thanks his viewers when they send him kibbles. 
Shouldn't he say something after getting a cat-yard?” 

“Thanks, Mangod, for the cat-yard and for acknowledging 
that I’m a good live streamer,’ Ling Meng said. He was obvious- 
ly alluding to what Man Guoding had told him last night. The 
viewers, who were not privy to their conversation, found his 
reply half-hearted. 

“It’s like he's reciting a script.” 

“Put more heart into it!” 


“You must be really great at what you do hint hint” 


“It’s time for lights out. I have to shut down my computer be- 
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fore they cut the power, Ling Meng explained weakly. Nobody 
believed him. 

The Moderator Mangosteen: you should go offline soon. 
you dont wanna damage your cpu 

Ling Meng exhaled a sigh of relief. The pain of lights out was 
something only another student living on campus could under- 
stand. He said a quick goodbye to his viewers and shut down his 
computer. Minutes later, the brightly lit dormitories descended 


into sudden darkness. 
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Chapter 03 | 


ing Meng had been staring at his phone for the past ten 

| Gane To be precise, he was in bed, staring at the chat 
window he had with Man Guoding. He had been debating 
whether he should return the money Man Guoding had spent 
buying the cat-yard. As a rule, streamers welcomed gifts from 
viewers with open arms, but to Ling Meng, there was a differ- 
ence between receiving a gift from a stranger and from someone 
he knew. The latter felt a little awkward. 

Man Guoding: night 

Ling Meng received a message from Man Guoding while he 
was still deliberating what to do. In a moment of impulse, he 
sent over some money to Man Guoding. He regretted it as soon 
as he did it. Sure, it wasn’t a small sum, but it wasn’t impressive 
either. He could probably buy only the gates to a cat-yard with 
the amount. Man Guoding accepted the transfer instantly and 
started typing. 

Man Guoding: is that how u respond to my acknowl- 
edging that ur a good streamer? try to make me your kept 


man? 
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Ling Meng: ... 

Ling Meng felt like an idiot for worrying so much about the 
cat-yard. He wondered if he could demand a refund for the 
transfer. 

Ling Meng: how do you turn a conversation dirty in sec- 
onds? teach me plz 

Man Guoding: gifts help 

Ling Meng: if i'd given you double instead, this conversa- 
tion would've turned NC17 instantly, right? 

Man Guoding: [daddy’s gonna make u see stars.gif] 

Great. Another guy who was going around sharing GIFs of 
him. Ling Meng could imagine the uproar if his chat with Man 
Guoding were leaked online. 

Breaking News! Kat-Fu Streamer Engages in Illicit Deal 

Breaking News! The Shocking Reason Why Celebrity Gamer 
Mangod Is Endorsing This Rookie Streamer 

Breaking News! Male Streamer Bribes His Way Up the Kat-Fu 
Ladder 

Ling Meng: do u get streamers paying u to boost their 
popularity? 

Man Guoding: yes. plenty of them have tried 

Ling Meng: srsly? 

Ling Meng was itching to know more. 

Ling Meng: what do they want u to do? 

Man Guoding: what you thought i was doing. queerbait- 
ing, sending gifts 

Man Guoding: they offered to pay me double the cost of 
a cat-yard for sending one 


Ling Meng did the math. He owed Man Guoding so many 
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dollars. 

Ling Meng: have u ever agreed to do it? 

Man Guoding: no 

Ling Meng: why not? 

Man Guoding: not interested in the money 

Ling Meng knew it wasn’t appropriate to ask Man Guoding 
how much he was making. He was sure that the guy was doing 
well. There was plenty of talk about famous streamers making 
seven figures a month. As one of those famous streamers, Man 
Guoding could afford to turn down bribes. 

Man Guoding: some offered sexual favours 

Ling Meng: did u say yes? 

Man Guoding: no 

Ling Meng: why not? 

Man Guoding: not as cute as you 

Ling Meng rolled his eyes. 

Ling Meng: im being serious here. stop sending me gifts 

Ling Meng: i dun want money to get in the way of our 
friendship 

Man Guoding: let’s not be friends then 

Ling Meng: ?? 

Ling Meng: are you unfriending me? 

Man Guoding: good night 

Man Guoding went radio silent after sending that last mes- 
sage and left Ling Meng stewing in his own confusion. All he 
wanted was for Man Guoding to stop sending him online gifts. 
Why did they have to stop being friends? 

Ling Meng fell asleep without figuring out what Man 


Guoding meant. The next morning, he was woken by a loud 
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knocking at his door. When he opened the door, he found him- 
self staring at Man Guoding who had in his hands a bun and a 
cup of soy milk. It appeared that he still wanted to be friends. 
A drowsy Ling Meng stared at Man Guoding dumbly. It took 
him a moment before he realised it was Friday. Man Guoding 
had said that he would buy Ling Meng breakfast on the days he 
didn’t have class in the morning. 

“You actually bought breakfast for me.” Ling Meng tousled 
his messy hair sheepishly. “You shouldn't have.” 

“But you paid for it last night.” 

Breakfast? Did he? Ling Meng racked his brain and finally 
remembered the transfer he had sent Man Guoding last night. 
So, it wasn’t exactly a free meal after all. 

“I wasn’t trying to pay for my breakfast. I-I...” Ling Meng 
stammered. 

“You what?” 

He found himself at a loss for words. Maybe he could tell 
Man Guoding that it had all been a mistake. 

“You mean you really wanted to...” 

“Of course not!” he blurted out before Man Guoding could 
insinuate anything. 

“Mangod? What are you doing here?” Pi Daya suddenly ap- 
peared. He had caught the lovely smell of piping hot breakfast 
and followed it to the door. 

“IT brought Ling Meng breakfast.” 

“Why’s Mangod delivering breakfast to Mengmeng?” Pi 
Daya looked envious. “Is it some kinda special Mango Eats de- 
livery service?” 


“I’m going to head for class now.” Man Guoding shoved the 
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bun and soy milk into Ling Meng’s arms. “Remember to eat.’ 

“Erm, okay.” 

Ling Meng nibbled on his bun as he went back into the room. 
As usual, he turned on his computer and logged onto Galaxy 
Legends. There were few players online so early in the morning. 
Since most of his friends were offline, finding a suitable player 
to play a match was going to be a challenge. Ling Meng decided 
to just have a casual match. The system overlooked players’ rank- 
ing when matching them for a casual match. That meant that a 
rookie could be matched with and crushed by a God tier player. 
That was the player that Ling Meng was eventually matched 
with. They were a mid-level, unranked player. 

[Federation]Lemon: a rookie? dont worry. daddy will be 
gentle with u 

The other player did not reply. Maybe they were still fig- 
uring out the messaging system. Ling Meng continued to eat 
his breakfast as he played. Honestly, he wasn’t giving his all, 
but he realised his error when his enemy successfully occupied 
his southwestern territory. This wasn’t a rookie at all. It might 
have been an experienced player who was using his secondary 
account. Ling Meng set his breakfast aside. It was time to get 
serious. He might be at the losing end now, but he was confi- 
dent that he could turn the tides of the battle. Ling Meng had 
improved tremendously after his extensive training with Man 
Guoding. He was now a Top 250 player in the national server. 
As a God tier player, he couldn't lose to a random player. Imag- 
ine how embarrassing it would be if people found out. 

Twenty minutes later, Ling Meng found himself facing his 


screen in dread as the black and white screen stared back at him. 
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He was incredulous. He had lost. In fact, he had been utterly 
thrashed. He might not have stood a chance even if he had giv- 
en his all from the very beginning of the match. He had a few 
seconds before the ending sequence stopped and both players 
had to leave the game. He pulled himself out of his stupor and 
started typing furiously, with the speed he used for his sendofts. 

[Federation]Lemon: whats ur main handle? 

The other player exited the game without answering. Ling 
Meng slumped in his chair and started to sulk. He hadn’t felt 
this upset when Man Guoding had beaten him. After all, he 
knew that Man Guoding was a top player and was prepared to 
lose. 

Ling Meng checked his opponent’s battle log and was sur- 
prised to find out that this account had not participated in any 
ranked matches. This person had played only 57 matches and 
won all of them. That was 57 casual matches in a row. Honestly, 
it was an impressive feat. 

Ling Meng: someone just thrashed me 

If Ling Meng had said, “Someone just beat me”, Man 
Guoding might not have been that surprised. After all, Ling 
Meng wasn’t exactly a top player. But he had said that he had 
been thrashed. That was surprising. It had to have been a Top 10 
player to thrash a player like Ling Meng. 

Man Guoding: who was it? 

Ling Meng: no idea. they were using their secondary ac- 
count 

He sent two screenshots to Man Guoding. The first was of 
the statistics of the most recent battle and the other of his oppo- 


nent’s battle log of consecutive wins. An experienced player like 
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Man Guoding could instantly tell that Ling Meng’s opponent 
was not your run-of-the-mill player. 

Man Guoding: did you record the match? 

Ling Meng: yup 

Man Guoding: let’s watch it together 

That afternoon, Man Guoding turned up at Ling Meng’s 
room, and they watched the match together. It was obvious that 
Ling Meng hadn't treated the match and his opponent seriously 
during the first half. He got his act together midway through, 
but unfortunately, he was outmatched. Despite giving his best 
shot, he failed to turn the tide and was mercilessly defeated. 

“He’s very good,’ Man Guoding concluded after watching the 
match twice. “I might not even be his match.” 

“Are you serious? Could he be a pro?” 

“Maybe. If he is, he didn’t give his all.” 

“You're joking.” Ling Meng was incredulous. 

“His point allocation for his tech skill tree is different for ev- 
ery match. It’s also not the conventional strategy for upgrading 
tech. I think he’s using his secondary account to try out differ- 
ent strategies.” 

If Ling Meng’s opponent was really as amazing as Man 
Guoding said he was, it was no surprise that Ling Meng had lost 
the match. 

“I wanna play a match with him,” Man Guoding said, tapping 
his index finger gently against the mouse, deep in thought. 

“You wanna arrange a match with him? How are you gonna 
reach out to him?” 


“T’ve no idea. Let's find the guy first.” 
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@Mangosteen: if you're a friend of guava’s, please help 
me deliver a message. i'm a fan of his and would Like to 
have a match with him. thx [guava’s in-game profile.jpg] 
@FanA: what’s this? a declaration of war? 
@FanB: omg look at his battle log. 57 wins and 0 Losses. 
this guy never lost a game. [guava’s battle log.jpg] 
@FanC: must be a secondary account. we just dunno 
whose it is 


@FanD: mangod vs mysterious player. sounds exciting 


@FanJ: his latest game was this morning. with Lemon. he 
crushed lemon. 

@Fank: so... lemon daddy got wrecked and now man- 
god’s trying to avenge him? 

@Fan.: i understand why he’s doing this, but no offence, 
he might not be able to beat the guy. 

Twenty-four hours later, Man Guoding received a reply from 


a recently-created account. 
@Guava: ok 


Mangosteen and Guava agreed to a match on Sunday eve- 
ning. That night, both Man Guoding’s and Ling Meng’s chan- 
nels became packed with viewers. Ling Meng was going to be 
the commentator, which he had never done before, but he spent 
hours preparing for his job. Unfortunately, the only player's in- 
formation he could get his hands on was Man Guoding’s. All he 
knew about Guava was the fact that he played against him once 
and that the guy had won 57 games in a row. Ling Meng texted 


Man Guoding before the match. 
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Ling Meng: im really nervous 

Man Guoding: i'm the one who's going to go up against 
guava. why are you nervous? 

Ling Meng: guava could be a pro gamer. im worried that 
you might lose 

Man Guoding: will you be disappointed if i did? 

Ling Meng: stop joking around. it wouldn’t be surprising 
if you Lost to a pro 

Ling Meng: theres so many viewers. im worried that ur 
fans will be disappointed 

Man Guoding would be pinching Ling Meng’s cheeks if they 
had been in the same room. 

Man Guoding: it’s just a friendly match. it doesn’t matter 
who wins 

Man Guoding: if i Lose, it just means that he’s a really 
good player. i'm not worried 

Man Guoding: chill. remember, you’re lemon daddy, the 
guy who’s made so many players cry daddy 

Man Guoding: [fearless daddy.gif] 

Tickled by his own GIF, Ling Meng found himself calming 
down. 

Ling Meng: if u win, i'll buy you a cat-yard! 

Man Guoding: just wire me some cash. i'd rather be your 
kept man 

Ling Meng: STOP. no dirty talk! 

Ling Meng found that he was getting better at stopping 
lewd conversations in their tracks after hanging out with Man 
Guoding. 

Man Guoding: don’t worry. i know what to say if i lose 
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Ling Meng: what? 
Man Guoding: [you’re too OP uwu.gif] 
Ling Meng: get lost 


Danmu flooded the channel as the other star of the night 
turned up with his unranked secondary account. It didn’t even 
have an avatar, but everyone knew the saying—never judge a 
book by its cover. 

[Lobby]Mangosteen: thanks for turning up 

[Lobby]Guava: sure. just out to have some fun 

The viewers gasped. Guava obviously didn’t treat the match 
as a competitive game. He was here to kill some time. 

[Lobby]Mangosteen: do you mind if my friend and i live 
stream the match? 

Guava immediately knew what Man Guoding was trying to 
say. 

[Lobby]Guava: dun worry, i dun watch streams. i wont 
cheat n peek at ur screen 

Man Guoding decided to cut to the chase and start the 
match. They didn’t use random mode, which meant that they 
could choose their preferred faction. 

Ling Meng put his mic on. In a typical match, the commen- 
tator and spectators could see the screens of all players. This 
match was a little unconventional though. They could only see 
Man Guoding’s screen, which meant that Ling Meng could only 
comment based on what he saw from Man Guoding’s perspec- 
tive. 

“Honestly, we know very little about Guava and literally 


nothing about his strengths and preferred tactics. It appears that 
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Mangod’s going in blind for this match. 

“As expected, Mangod has chosen to play the Aliens. Every- 
one knows that he does his best when he’s playing the Alien 
forces. Only a minority of Galaxy Legends players play this fac- 
tion, which means your typical player doesn’t have much experi- 
ence when it comes to fighting aliens. 

“Mangod has chosen his faction. The timer’s counting down. 
Soon, we'll find out which faction his opponent has chosen. 
He’s chosen...” Ling Meng raised his voice suddenly. “He's also 
chosen to play the Aliens!” 

Everyone tensed up with anticipation. The entire Galaxy Leg- 
ends community knew that Mangod was a master when it came 
to commandeering the Alien forces. Even players who didn’t 
watch live streams would know that simple fact after a quick 
check online. Was Guava’s choice to play the Alien forces a sign 
of similar mastery or that of extreme confidence? 

The initial stage of building Alien forces was protracted and 
tedious. A commentator usually made use of such a lull to intro- 
duce the players. Unfortunately, Ling Meng had nothing much 
to say. 

“There's really nothing new I can tell you about the two play- 
ers, Ling Meng said exasperatedly. “You're probably super famil- 
iar with Mangod. As for Guava, I don’t have much information 
on him. I’ve played a match against him, and he won effortlessly. 
Including the victory against me, he’s had 57 consecutive wins 
out of the 57 matches he’s played using this account. As you're 
aware, the chances of running into 57 noobs in a row are really 
slim. Besides, I’m certainly no noob.” 


“You're no noob. You're Lemon Daddy!” 
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“If Lemon Daddy's a noob, what does that make me?” 

“The guy managed to thrash Lemon Daddy, a Top 250 
player. He might actually be ranked Top 10 or Top 5 player 
under his main account.” 

“As a commentator, I know I’m supposed to be impartial, but 
I'd just like to put out a disclaimer. We can only view Mangod’s 
screen for this match. We have no idea what Guava’s doing, 
which means I’m only able to analyse the game from Mangod’s 
perspective, which means I can’t be as objective as I want. 

“Plus, I’m not a professional commentator, so please don’t be 
upset if I end up taking sides.” 

“Why don't u tell us the main reason why you might end 
up taking sides, i.e. because of ur r/s with Mangod?” 

“you don't have to find an excuse to root for Mangod. we 
understand.” 

“There are two types of commentary. Commentary by a pro 
vs commentary by the player’s family member. The latter gets 
to take sides. We support you, daddy!” 

“Mangod spawned at a decent location. He’s surrounded by 
a natural barrier. The only way in or out is via a slope. It’s the 
ideal location for a fortress. As long as he can defend the slope, 
Guava’s ground troops will have a hard time trying to invade his 
base. 

“He's built his mining station and deployed a P-eye. The P-eye 
cannot be selected or attacked and is one of the advantages that 
the Aliens have in the earlier stages. 

“It appears that Guava has also deployed a P-eye. The two 
P-eyes have run into each other in the middle of the battle map. 


Congrats, you now make a complete set.” 
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A string of “LOL” went past the screen. This was what Ling 
Meng had hoped for. He wanted to use this opportunity to ease 
the tension in the air. 

“He’s spotted the enemy! They’re to his 11 o'clock. The play- 
ers’ bases are located quite far apart, so they can take their time 
to build their economy and forces. 

“Tt takes a long time to build up the Alien forces. They’re not 
like the Empire. With the Empire faction, you can start attack- 
ing your enemies right away, which is why I prefer them. 

“The Aliens become really powerful during the later stage of 
the game though. For three-way battles, I would recommend 
the Federation and Empire team up to stop the Aliens from 
building up their forces. Otherwise, they may find themselves 
overwhelmed by the Aliens during the later half of the game.” 

“that’s right you gotta stop the aliens from overmining.” 

“also gotta stay away from their ores.” 

Man Guoding preferred the smaller alien species. Instead of 
producing lizard men, he decided to train flea men instead. They 
were the smallest possible alien species with the highest dexter- 
ity in Galaxy Legends. These cheap units were a nightmare for 
players who enjoyed using guided missiles, since it was almost 
impossible to target them. 

Meanwhile, the viewers turned their attention towards Gua- 
va. They were able to catch a glimpse of his base through Man 
Guoding’s P-eye. He was steadily building up his infrastructure 
instead of training units. He must be planning to save his re- 
sources for units of higher levels later. 

“Mangod has deployed his units! It seems out of character for 


him to deploy units so early in the game. 
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“He’s split his flea men into three squads—one to the mines, 
another to the frontlines, and the third to Guava’s power sta- 
tion. What a marvellous three-way manoeuvre! It’s gonna be 
a test of Mangod’s APM and responsiveness. He has to juggle 
three squads moving in three directions. A lesser player may fail 
to manage all three. 

“Guava mounting a defence at lightning speed. He’s obvi- 
ously an experienced player who’s played more than 57 games. A 
newbie wouldn't have been able to pull this off. 

“The first of Mangod’s strike forces has been decimated. 
However, he managed to destroy Guava’s power station. This 
round goes to Mangod. He’s replenishing his troops now. Not 
to be outdone, Guava has upgraded his P-eye. It’s exploded! 
Both players suffer severe damage to their economies. Neither 
came out victorious this round.” 

Ling Meng swallowed and continued his commentary. “Both 
players are playing a very aggressive game. It appears that neither 
are gonna be able to build their economy and forces without any 
disruption from the other party.” 

Ling Meng was right. Man Guoding and Guava went on the 
offensive, dismantling each other's batteries and attacking each 
other’s barracks. The two parties were locked in battle. 

Twenty minutes into the match, Guava finally deployed his 
main units. 

“Guava has deployed his dragons! He’s decided to conduct 
an aerial battle. This is a wise strategy, considering the terrain of 
Mangod’s base.” 

The first wave of dragons arrived at Man Guoding’s base. 


His flea men could not engage in aerial battle. As a result, he 
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had to rely on his turrets to survive Guava’s first wave of attack 
and ended up suffering severe losses. Man Guoding had got his 
worker bees ready by the time Guava launched his second wave 
of attack. The bees formed a barricade that kept the winged 
dragons far, far away from Man Guoding’s base. The two aerial 
troops clashed in midair as the two players engaged in a contest 
of speed and skill. 

“Mangod’s displaying some amazing kiting and making great 
use of his worker bees’ high mobility. Worker bees have one 
great advantage on the battlefield—they can fly backwards while 
firing their stingers forward, so they can put up quite a tough 
fight. 

“Let's take a look at Guava. Wow, he managed to dodge the 
attack! Dragons are typically slower when it comes to move- 
ment, but it’s generally all right if they take some damage thanks 
to their extremely high defence. Still, how did Guava manage to 
dodge the attack? That’s incredible.” 

Half an hour passed. Man Guoding and Guava continued 
to launch small-scale attacks at each other. However, neither of 
them had tried to mount a massive invasion. 

“Guys, don’t panic. You know how pros work. They appear to 
do nothing for the first thirty minutes of the game, then when 
it hits the thirty-first minute, bam! The battle ends without you 
even realising it.” Suddenly, Ling Meng started talking really 
fast. “Mangod has maxed out his tech skill tree. He’s building a 
queen ant. It takes eight minutes for a queen ant to emerge from 
its nest. It’s now a race to get the queen ant out of the nest. This 
will decide the outcome of this match!” 


There was a sudden loud explosion that sent the screen shak- 
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ing. Ling Meng and the viewers found themselves gaping in 
shock. 

“Did Guava just nuke Mangod’s anthill? His unholy preci- 
sion reminds me of the time when Mangod managed to hit my 
base out of sheer luck and won our wager! 

“Mangod is at a clear disadvantage right now. Will he choose 
to spend fifteen minutes to rebuild his anthill or abandon that 
strategy for something else? What will he do? Oh my god!” 

Mangod selected a few coordinates in Guava’ territory, did 
the math, identified their intersection, and nuked Guava in re- 
turn. A notification popped up instantly, alerting him that his 
enemy's anthill had been destroyed. 

“An eye for an eye! That’s awesome!” Ling Meng exclaimed. 
“We now know how they managed to identify each other's loca- 
tion. They noted the coordinates of each other’s infrastructural 
buildings while they were doing recon in the early stage of the 
game. An anthill occupies 16 units of land area. That narrowed 
down its location to only a few spots. They'd then proceed to 
eliminate the remaining options until one remained based on 
their understanding of the player. Luck wasn’t the only thing 
involved in getting those successful strikes! 

“Both players have once again reached a stalemate. Are they 
gonna withdraw their units and focus on building their econo- 
my and forces? 

“Mangod’s deployed his troops! He’s given up on building 
the Aliens’ ultimate weapon and intends to just duke it out with 
whatever forces he currently has. 

“Guava'’s dragon squadron has arrived at the frontline. They 


didn’t engage in battle and instead avoided each other. They're 
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both heading straight for the other player’s base!” 

Man Guoding’s and Guava’s troops levelled their enemy’s 
buildings as they continued to advance. They arrived at each 
other’s base at approximately the same time. The match has 
reached its climax. Both bases came under attack at the same 
time, with neither player trying to defend it. Everyone was just 
winging it. 

“Both players have given up on their defence and are attack- 
ing the other player’s base at the same time. The player who 
manages to reduce the other player’s base to zero HP will have 
the ultimate victory. Honestly, straightforward fights to the 
death are a rare sight nowadays.” 

Ling Meng was hovering over his seat as he leaned forward to 
catch a better look. “Both bases’ HP are at the same level now. 
Theyre at 75%, now 70%, and now 65%... 

“Mangod is leading by a narrow margin. While his flea men 
and worker bees are only infantry units, they’ve got high attack 
speed. Plus, he’s got tons of them. After levelling up their attack 
speed, these units now have 2.5 times the attack speed of a drag- 
on. This makes up for their low damage. 

“Guava’s dragon squadron has very balanced offence and 
defence stats and a fire elemental buff. Fire elemental damage 
deals sustained damage to buildings. It’s really hard to tell which 
base will end up getting destroyed first. Mangod has lowered the 
HP of Guava’s base to 50%. His own base still has 55% HP left. 
Mangod’s DPS is higher than Guava’s! 

“Wait!” Ling Meng shot up from his seat. “Guava has activat- 
ed the dragon’s special skill—Time Freeze. Mangod’s units have 


slowed down considerably. Time Freeze reduces your enemy’s 
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attack speed to 25% for three seconds. During a match where 
every second counts, it might just turn the tide!” 

Ling Meng’s voice was sharp with frustration. “We can only 
see Mangod’s screen, so we don’t know what Guava’ tech skill 
tree or cooldowns are like. We have no idea what cards he had 
hidden up his sleeve. Like Mangod, all we can do is guess. Since 
he’s activated Time Freeze, he’s definitely not going to launch 
Rewind because it’s going to affect his base’s HP recovery rate. 
It doesn’t matter though. Mangod’s now lagging behind because 
of the slowdown in his speed. 

“Wait a minute, wait a minute!” Ling Meng raised his voice 
in heated excitement. “Mangod’s launched Hive Beams! What's 
he trying to do? It’s too far, he’s not going to hit his target! 

“,.and he hits his target! He got them! Every beam during 
the full eight seconds of the attack landed squarely on their tar- 
get! That scene’s probably one of Galaxy Legends’ top ten fight 
scenes of the year. That's why Mangod is hailed as a human com- 
puter. His precision’s extraordinary!” 

The HP of both bases had dropped to 10%. The constant 
red flare of the in-game alert was driving everyone mad with 
anxiety. Ling Meng desperately wanted to snatch the keyboard 
and mouse away from Man Guoding so that he could finish the 
match himself. 

“We're down to the final 5%! Does Guava have another Time 
Freeze readied? No, he doesn’t. He’s got no more trump cards! 

“Mangod just cast a Speed Up. That’s unbelievable. He has 
a Speed Up that’s been unused all this while. He regains his 
mobility again. Whose Alien forces are going to emerge victori- 


ous?” 
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Ling Meng tightened his fists as he stared at the HP bar of 
Guava's base. His heart was going to leap out of his throat. “Will 
Mangod be the one to end Guava’s 57-win streak? The next 
few moments will determine that. He’s got a good chance of 
winning if he keeps it up. Will Guava be able to turn the tide? I 
really doubt it.” 

In the final five seconds of the match, Ling Meng started 
shouting again. “We’re down to the final 3%...2%...and 1%! 
Mangod managed to destroy Guava's base first. He’s successfully 
ended Guava’s winning streak by blowing up his base. Victory 
goes to Mangod!” 

Ling Meng yanked his headset off and threw it on his desk. 
Then, he grabbed his monitor and gave the screen a big kiss. 
“What a great game!” 

[System]The Alien Rebels emerged victorious after a fierce 
battle! 

[Alien Rebels]Mangosteen: GG 

[Alien Allies]Guava: GG 

Ling Meng pulled his headset on again, heart still pound- 
ing. He scoffed when he saw the parting comments that Man 
Guoding and Guava left each other. 

“Did they really end the match with ‘GG’? Mangod should’ve 
gone, You've grown up to be a big boy, but no way you were 
gonna beat your daddy’” 

“He might be the commentator, but he’s also Lemon Dad- 
dy.” 

“Save those suggestive words for Mangod when you two 
get together.” 


“Lemon Daddy's really good at this. | was so into it |! 
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jumped out of my seat in the final few seconds of the match 
while listening to him commentate.” 

“When | saw Lemon Daddy kiss the screen, | gave my cat a 
big fat smooch. | still have fur in my mouth lmao” 

“You shudda kissed your monitor, not your cat. It would've 
been a kiss with Lemon Daddy, just one separated by two 
monitors lol” 

“You silly child. Lemon Daddy was trying to give Mangod 
a kiss. If he were in the same room as Mangod, he would've 
kissed the real deal.” 

Ling Meng had grown used to the weird commentary from 
the peanut gallery and learnt to ignore them. His throat had 
gone hoarse from all the yelling, so he guzzled two glasses of wa- 
ter at one go. Meanwhile, the statistics of the match appeared on 
the screen then disappeared as Man Guoding and Guava exited 
the battle map and returned to the lobby. 

Man Guoding was about to make a perfunctory comment 
along the lines of “GG” again when he saw Guava's message pop 
up in the channel. 

[Lobby]Guava: u interested in going pro? 

[Lobby]Mangosteen: sorry, not interested rn 

[Lobby]Guava: k 

[System]Guava has left the lobby. 

The match had been an exciting one, filled with wild ups and 
downs. Both players were closely matched, and one had won by 
a terrifyingly narrow margin. The end of the match had come 
swiftly and taken everyone by surprise. The mysterious and cool 


Guava was a player of few words who lost the battle with digni- 


ty. 
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Seeing the exchange in the lobby, Ling Meng was stunned to 
see that Guava was a professional gamer and that Man Guoding 
had beaten him. He felt so proud of the fact even though he 
wasn't the one who had bested a professional. 
“It’s been an exciting match. Everyone must be exhausted. 
Let’s have an early night. I’m going offline now. Bye!” Ling 
Meng ended the live stream, leaving his viewers staring stupidly 
at a black screen as they recovered from the excitement of the 
match. 
“Nobody's exhausted. We're ready to rewatch the match 
again!” 
“| was looking forward to another song by Lemon Daddy 
after Mangod won the match.” 


“Hellooooo00o0? Are you there, Lemon Daddy?” 


The door to Man Guoding’s bedroom slid open quietly as 
the streamer was answering some questions from his viewers. 
He spotted Ling Meng peering into the room. He raised an eye- 
brow. 

Ling Meng only pointed at the computer, and Man Guoding 
understood. 

“Let’s end the stream here. I'll replay the match tomorrow if 
there’s time.” 

“What? Mangod going offline minutes after Lemon Daddy 
went offline... are they planning a secret rendezvous?” 

“What am | going to do with myself without Lemon Daddy 
and Mangod?” 

“Something smells fishy... | can smell it through the wifi” 


“I’m going offline now. Good night, guys.” Man Guoding 
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closed Kat-Fu and looked up. “What's the matter?” 

Ling Meng had been seized by a moment’s impulse when 
he decided to drop by Man Guoding’s room. “Nothing. I just 
wanted to congratulate you in person on winning the match.” 

“It was just a friendly match. You guys are treating it like it’s 
the finals of the world tournament or something.’ 

“Tt sure felt like it. You guys were amazing.” 

Ling Meng dragged a chair over to the desk and sat down. 
This was the first time he was in Man Guoding’s dorm room. 
His keyboard and mouse looked like something a professional 
gamer would have. 

“I haven’t watched your commentary. The viewers were going 
on and on about Lemon Daddy’s kiss or something? What is 
that exactly?” 

“It’s nothing!” Ling Meng said nervously. “You don’t have to 
watch it. I was really boring. You're better off watching the actu- 
al match.” 

Man Guoding decided to let it slide. Somebody must have re- 
corded the match. They were probably still rendering the video 
so that they could upload it later. He would have to wait until 
tomorrow before any became available online. 

“Why don’t you wanna go pro?” asked Ling Meng. 

“It’s hard work, like you have to train over ten hours a day. 
Gaming’s just a hobby to me. Why, do you want me to go pro?” 

“Not really. It’s just such a shame. I mean, you beat a guy who 
trained over ten hours a day even though you're just gaming for 
fun.” 

“It’s just the one time. Sometimes, pro gamers make mistakes 


and amateur gamers perform better than expected.” 


-117- 


eyou're. 
Too O}/= 

Ling Meng nodded in agreement. Man Guoding stared at 
Ling Meng. An idea popped into his head then. 

“Actually, I can’t go pro.” He looked down, putting on a look 
of slight despondence. 

“Why not?” Ling Meng asked anxiously. There was a marked 
difference between not wanting to and not being able to. 

“I have something called chronic tenosynovitis. My fingers 
start to hurt if I use the mouse for too long.” Man Guoding’s 
fingers curled slightly inwards as he lifted his right hand. “The 
match against Guava was too intense. My fingers are a little stiff 
now.” 

Ling Meng started to panic. “Is there anything we can do?” 

“It’s no big deal. The stiffness will go away after a while.” 

“Ts there a way to treat it?” 

“Physiotherapy. A massage helps,’ Man Guoding said with a 
poker face. 

Ling Meng could do that. He grabbed Man Guoding’s right 
hand. 

“TIl do it.” He started massaging a familiar spot. People who 
spent long hours using the mouse usually ached there. So did he. 

“A little further from the centre of my palm. Use your thumb 
and keep rubbing in a counter-clockwise direction. That’s it.” 

Ling Meng did exactly as he was told. He caught the begin- 
nings of a frown on Man Guoding’s brow. 

“Does it hurt? Just bear with it for a minute.” 

“It hurts when you're rubbing it. But I'll feel better after the 
massage. 

“What's your condition called again?” Ling Meng stared hard 


at Man Guoding’s hand as he continued to massage it. “I get 
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that too after gaming for long periods of time.” 

“Tenosynovitis. I’ll give you a massage after you're done.” 

“Tt’s okay. It doesn’t hurt now.” 

Man Guoding sighed secretly. The trick didn’t work. What a 
pity. 

Ling Meng’s mind began to stray. He started to study Man 
Guoding’s hand. The streamer had long, slender fingers, neat, 
well-trimmed nails, and smooth, unblemished skin. Ling Meng, 
on the other hand, had a bite mark on the webbed flesh between 
his thumb and index finger. When he was a kid, he had bitten 
himself out of boredom and ended up with a scar. Man Guoding 
had mentioned that he had a hand fetish. Well, he must be in 
love with his own hands. Ling Meng imagined Man Guoding’s 
slender fingers dancing furiously across the keyboard. What a 
lovely sight it must be to behold. 

“What are you looking at?” 

“Nothing.” Ling Meng gave one of Man Guoding’s acupoints 
a quick, hard massage then let go. “Do you feel better now?” 

Man Guoding decided not to push his luck. He flexed his 
hand. 

“So much better,’ he said happily. “You're really good at this. 
The pro teams should hire you to provide massages.” 

“Thanks. I get aches a lot too. I’ve just gotten used to dealing 
with the pain, Ling Meng said bashfully before sighing. “We 
still don’t know who Guava is.” 

“He’s really good. There aren’t many players in the China 
server whos as good as him.” 

That meant that if they tried hard enough, they would find 


out who he was sooner or later. 
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“It’s alright. Let him keep his secret.” Ling Meng shrugged. 
“Tt’s late. I should get back to my room.” 

Man Guoding eyed the clock. “We still have an hour or so 
before lights out. Do you wanna play a match?” 

“Doesn't your hand hurt? Let’s not. You should rest.” 

“Pll watch you play then.” 

“You want me to play here? Using your account?” Ling Meng 
seemed tempted. 

Ten minutes later, a random player got matched with Man- 
gosteen in a casual match. It was hard to tell if he should count 
himself lucky or unlucky. 

[Federation]GuestD: mangod? 

[Federation]GuestD: OMG. i cant believe i got matched with 
mangod in a casual match. must be my lucky day! 

GuestD didn’t get a response. Fortunately, he didn’t seem to 
need one. 

[Federation]GuestD: wow the legends are true. u really 
dont like to talk in-game. what a cool dude 

Five minutes later. 

[Federation]GuestD: hey man, dont tear down my battery. i 
worked so hard to build them bro 

[Federation]GuestD: dude how did u manage to build your 
forces up so fast? cant believe u got an atomic cannon 5 min 
in! 

[Federation]GuestD: imma tell everyone i killed one of 
mangod's units lololol 

Fifteen minutes later. 

[Federation]GuestD: nope not gonna surrender. ill probably 


never get a chance to fight u again so go ahead and blow up 
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my base im never gonna surrender 

Ling Meng always aimed to please. He clicked and blew up 
the Federation base. 

[Federation]GuestD: oh man u really blew up my base! how 
could u mangod? ur so heartless 

Ling Meng smirked as the victory symbol appeared on the 
screen. He had completely forgotten whose account he was us- 
ing. 

[System]The Empire emerged victorious after a fierce bat- 
tle! 

[Empire]Mangosteen: take this as a lesson from Lemon 
Daddy. sometimes, too much talk can get ya killed 

[Federation]GuestD: SAY WHUT?? 


There was a lot of activity in the forum today. A few particu- 
lar posts were trending. 

[Video][Lemon’s Commentary]Mango VS Guava 

[Discussion]Who is Guava? 

[Scoop]| got matched with Mangod in a casual match. 
Guess what he said to me? 

Meanwhile, back on Ling Meng’s streaming channel, he was 
paying the price for the slip. It was hard to change a habit culti- 
vated after thousands of matches. Now, he had to rack his brains 
over how he should explain what happened when his tens of 
thousands of viewers confronted him with a screenshot of his 
parting words in yesterday's game. 

“I just wanted to try playing with Mangod’s account. He 
agreed to let me use it. That's all there is to it. Stop overthinking 


things, guys. 
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“I mean, he’s ranked 25th. I’m only 250th on the board. I 
wanted to know if using his account might somehow up my 
game a little. 

“Keep your mind out of the gutter. I’m a PG streamer. And 
we going offline at the same time? Pure coincidence. Besides, we 
didn’t go offline at the same time. I went offline first.” 

Unfortunately, his viewers wouldn’t let up even though Ling 
Meng was desperate to change the subject. 

“Let’s stop talking about this, alright? Let's play Galaxy Leg- 
ends. Who wants to team up with me? I'll carry you to the top 
of the ranking board.” 

“Nobody cares about the ranking board. We're here for the 
tea. Spill it!” 

“Nah, stardust tier is home.” 

“Okay, no gaming. How about League of Pandas? Mutual 
Defence? For Glory, God and Gold? Which do you wanna watch 
me play?” 

“Are those not games??” 

“Not interested. | wanna know how Lemon Daddy is gonna 
get himself out of this one.” 

“Tl sing for you guys if you agree to just let this go.” 

“Depends on how good you are. Sing for us, birdie.” 

Ling Meng sighed and cleared his throat. “Old Macdonald 
had a farm, ee i ee io...” 

“STOP. Never gonna let this go.” 

“It was a dark and stormy night. The PG Streamer and 
NC17 Streamer became one with each other. Did the PG 
Streamer give in to temptation? Did the NC17 Streamer lead 


him astray?” 
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Meanwhile, Man Guoding was having a lovely time in his live 
stream. Most of his viewers were more interested in gaming than 
gossip. All they cared about were strategies and gameplay. As 
promised, he decided to review the video of yesterday's match. 
Since he hadn't been able to listen to Ling Meng’s commentary 
during the match, he searched for a version of the recording that 
included the commentary. The audience got the chance to see 
Ling Meng clenching his fists and raising his voice as they lis- 
tened to his rousing commentary. It was as if they were watching 
the exciting match all over again. 

“Lemon read my mind here. I knew Guava wanted to level 
up his barracks before he started training any units when he 
didn’t deploy any troops during the earlier stage of the match. 
I couldn't afford to let him build up his economy, so I had to 
launch an attack immediately. 

“Lemon got it right here too. When you're going up against 
the Aliens, you should go on the offensive in the early stage of 
the match. Of all three factions, the Aliens take the longest time 
to develop their ultimate weapon. Once their queen ant’s out of 
the anthill, you're gonna have a tough time fighting them. 

“I wasn't particularly surprised when Guava nuked my ant- 
hill. I was planning to do the same to his, but I intended to nuke 
it right before his queen ant emerged from his anthill. I decided 
to not delay the attack after he nuked my anthill. Otherwise, 
there was no way I could’ve won. 

“You can really tell that Lemon's an experienced Galaxy Leg- 
ends player. He knows the game really well and has done a really 
good job as a commentator even though he was doing it for the 


first time. He had great insight into some of the strategies that 
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“Everyone plays favourites, even professional commentators. 
They're just better at hiding it.” 

Man Guoding treated the review of last night’s match seri- 
ously. Unfortunately, his viewers didn't. 

“| think I’m in the wrong channel.” 

“He's not reviewing the game. He's reviewing the commen- 
tary of the game.” 

“It doesn't matter what Lemon Daddy does. He's perfect in 
Mangod's eyes.” 

“Mangod really knows how to butter someone up.” 

“Yesterday, we got Lemon Daddy flattering Mangod. Today, 
we got Mangod flattering Lemon Daddy. All's right with the 
world.” 

Ling Meng’s rapid-fire commentary left little room for in- 
terruptions. Man Guoding had to pause the video several times 
to add in his comments. Everyone was infected by Ling Meng’s 
excitement as the match approached its climax. Man Guoding 
stopped providing any comments at this point and simply 
smiled as he watched Ling Meng cheer him on loudly. As the 
match neared its end, a viewer reminded everyone to watch 
out for what was going to happen next. The next second, they 
watched Ling Meng yank his headset off and kiss his screen with 
a loud smack. The camera couldn't capture the full picture, but 
that was okay. They were perfectly fine conjuring an image of 
Ling Meng’s kiss in their head. 

“Feels like you're getting kissed, right?” 

“If he was in the room with Mangod, he prolly would've 


kissed him for real!” 
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“How does it feel? Getting a ‘kiss’ from Lemon Daddy?” 

Everyone started teasing Man Guoding. Honestly, a person 
as excitable as Ling Meng might very well have kissed Man 
Guoding after his win. 

“Am I supposed to feel upset that he wasn’t in the room with 
me?” 

“Have you ever thought of playing a match together with 
Lemon Daddy at an actual venue? Maybe even commentating 
on the same game together?” 

“I guess I wouldn't mind if the opportunity presents itself” 

“Weren't you guys together yesterday?” 

“He used my account to play a match,” Man Guoding ex- 
plained. He and Ling Meng had agreed to stick to that story last 
night. “He’s used to his sendoffs and sent one accidentally. It’s 
no big deal.” 

Man Guoding had a better reputation with the community, 
and everyone generally took his word. Ling Meng was not so 
fortunate. Man Guoding could almost imagine the other gam- 
er's fans hounding him about the matter tirelessly, like a dog 
with a bone. 

“We've still got time. Let’s check out what Lemon’s doing.” 

Man Guoding entered Ling Meng’s channel number with a 
flurry of taps. To his surprise, Ling Meng wasn’t playing Galaxy 
Legends or chatting with his viewers. He was singing. In fact, 
he was singing with everything he’s got. He had the instrumen- 
tal track playing and was singing the actual lyrics of the song. 
Pi Daya, who had not appeared on Ling Meng’s streams for 
a while, was popping in the background. Ling Meng wasn’t a 


trained singer. He simply did his best to hit every note on the 
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right beat. He seemed a little nervous. It was obvious that sing- 
ing wasn't really one of his strengths. Man Guoding listened to 
the performance and actually thought it was quite nice. 

“a song about winter, all through the night. To the doves, 
I’ll see you again on the road.” Ling Meng exhaled in relief when 
he finished the final line of the song. “I’m done. Will you guys 
please just let me off the hook?” 

Ling Meng’s desperate plea spoke of the terrible torment he 
had been put through tonight. One could hardly imagine the 
interrogation the viewers must have put him through. Lemon 
Daddy was only a daddy in name—his kids didn’t take him se- 
riously at all. The viewers had been flooding the channel with 
gifts and danmu, but no one was going to let Ling Meng off the 
hook. 

“You planning on just appeasing us by singing one song? 
No way.” 

“The night is long. Let's go back to the night you spent with 
Mangod.” 

“The deal was one song. You guys are pushing it.” 

[Channel]Mangosteen has gifted Lemon a cat tree. 

The Moderator Mangosteen: you guys bullying my boo 
while i'm not around? 

The Moderator Mangosteen: ps. that was a great perfor- 
mance 

Ling Meng rolled his eyes. “They were gonna let up before 
you appeared. Did you know how long it took me to change the 
subject? You're just making things worse.” 

“Nobody was letting up. Everyone's still waiting for an ex- 


planation.” 
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“Mangod's here to save the day again! Is he gonna fight all 
of us?” 

“Mangod: I'll fight all of you!” 

“By the way, why are you sending me gifts again? You were 
the one who said we'll have to stop being friends if we keep 
sending each other gifts.” 

“A beautiful friendship that’s ending before it's even start- 
ed.” 

“A friendship with Mangod goes beyond being friends.” 

The Moderator Mangosteen: i like your viewers. they're 
smart. 

“He's trying to say that we're not like Lemon Daddy, who's 
lacking in the brain department.” 

“Hush. You're going to hurt his pride.” 

“That’s bullshit. I’m not stupid. Youve stupid! Stupid and 
perverted! You guys are such shit stirrers. You could be spending 
your time playing Galaxy Legends or studying!” 

“Stirring shit sounds more fun than studying.” 

“| would rather play Galaxy Legends for 10,000 hours than 
study and |! would rather stir shit than play Galaxy Legends 
nonstop for 10,000 hours.” 

“Since you're here,’ Ling Meng blurted out to Man Guoding. 
He was truly desperate. “Clear the air for me. All I did last night 
was use your account to play a match. There’s nothing going on 
between us.” 

The Moderator Mangosteen: it’s true that all he did last 
night was use my account to play a game. i can't vouch for the 
second statement though. 


“Best disclaimer of the year.” 
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“Lemon Daddy casts a powerful skill, [Sacrifice for Truth]: 
Dig a hole and throw yourself into it. Stay inside for 60s.” 

“| cast A Minute of Silence for our daddy.” 

Ling Meng’s cheeks puffed up in outrage. His viewers flooded 
the channel with the text descriptions of his GIFs—pufferfish 
daddy.gif, nc17 streamer queerbaiting alert.gif, too awesome for 
headsets.gif, here for the nc17 content.gif. 

Man Guoding’s phone rang. 

The Moderator Mangosteen: i have to take a call 

The channel descended into chaos in Man Guoding’s absence. 
Ling Meng tried valiantly to do some form of crowd control and 
failed spectacularly. In his desperation, he started to sing. “Oh, 
the wind feels chilly on my skin. Oh, dear son, your words, they 
really sting. The words that you speak are like a dagger to my 
heart! Daddy’s hurting, can’t you see?” 

Everyone started teasing him again. Nobody appeared to be 
on his side. Ling Meng despaired. “Isn’t anyone gonna offer me a 
few words of comfort?” 

[Announcement]Guava has gifted Lemon a cat-yard with 
the following message: me 

Ling Meng froze in surprise. 

“Guava?” He must be seeing things. “Didn't you say that you 
don’t watch streams?” 

A torrent of danmu flooded the live stream. Trying to find 
Guava's reply in the flood of comments rapidly scrolling down 
the screen was nearly impossible. Ling Meng’s other moderator 
decided to say something. 

The Moderator Lil Teddy: do we have any channel rules? 


some streamers give moderation rights to viewers who gift 
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them a cat tree 

“What do they give viewers who send them a cat-yard?” 

The Moderator Lil Teddy: their number 

Ling Meng was still speechless when Man Guoding came 
back from his phone call. 

The Moderator Mangosteen: whose number? don't give him 
your number. 

Man Guoding had caught the Kat-Fu announcement about 
Guava's gift to Ling Meng when he got off the line and returned 
to his desk. The next thing he knew, Lil Teddy was telling Ling 
Meng to give Guava his number. 

[Announcement]Guava has gifted Lemon a cat-yard with 
the following message: its ok 

[Announcement]Guava has gifted Lemon a cat-yard with 
the following message: it was the first livestream i ever 
watched. it was quite funny 

Everyone who saw Guavas message tried to imagine him typ- 
ing out that message with a poker face entirely devoid of emo- 
tions. 

Meanwhile, Ling Meng was freaking out. “If you wanna say 
something, do it in the channel. Stop broadcasting it over the 
whole of Kat-Fu!” 

“Three cat-yards in a row??”" 

“The only time I’ve seen such a combo hit is when a female 
streamer celebrates her birthday.” 

“Is Guava secretly loaded? Nice!” 

“| bet he wasn't even smiling when he sent those gifts. 
That's how cool he its.” 


“Guava: since | can’t beat your aliens, I'll steal your man in- 
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stead.” 

“Make sure the cat-yard is sturdy so nobody tears its walls 
down and comes for Lemon Daddy.” 

Guava shot to the top of the chart for the highest accumulat- 
ed value of gifts sent. Man Guoding, who had ranked first for 
the longest time, ended up being demoted to second place. He 
wasn't going to take that lying down though. Man Guoding im- 
mediately retaliated by gifting Ling Meng three cat-yards. It was 
as if he was adamant about being Ling Meng’s most generous 
patron. 

[Announcement]Mangosteen has gifted Lemon a cat-yard 
with the following message: nobody but me 

[Announcement]Mangosteen has gifted Lemon a cat-yard 
with the following message: can take 

[Announcement]Mangosteen has gifted Lemon a cat-yard 
with the following message: the top spot 

The peanut gallery watched on with glee. 

“Mangod makes seven figures a month. Ten cat-yards is 
pocket change to him.” 

“Guava's a pro gamer. He can probably buy Kat-Fu with the 
prize money he rakes in.” 

“Mangod vs Guava in a match of flattery. Who's gonna 
sweep Lemon Daddy off his feet?” 

“I know you guys are rich, but you really shouldn’t be wast- 
ing your hard-earned money like that.” Ling Meng felt terrible 
about the flagrant splurging that Man Guoding and Guava were 
engaging in. “Stop this, or I’ll stop streaming.” 

Guava didn’t respond. Man Guoding stopped sending gifts 


too. 
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The Moderator Mangosteen: sure, honey. whatever you say 

“That's right. Don’t let money get in the way of our friend- 
ship.” 

The Moderator Mangosteen: i think | should send another 
cat-yard to make a point 

Ling Meng gaped. 

“LOL the bromance ts turning into romance” 

“| was expecting a sweet love story, not one that involved 
buying sex with money” 

“Love doesn't exist unless there’s money involved” 

“<3 Seems like everyone's loaded and ready to splurge” 

“Well, thanks, Guava, for the cat-yards,’ Ling Meng said as he 
tousled his hair. “You're a really great player that I underestimat- 
ed. Let’s have a proper match one day.’ 

Guava’s account got upgraded from Level 0 to SVIP the next 
second. His messages would now be highlighted in the channel 
so nobody would miss them. 

SVIP Guava: k 

“Do you want moderation rights?” 

SVIP Guava: nty 

A man of few words indeed. Ling Meng really wanted to 
know which primary account belonged to him. Man Guoding 
interrupted the conversation then. He wasn’t going to let Guava 
occupy Ling Meng’s attention. 

The Moderator Mangosteen: can i get a song in exchange 
for the cat-yard i gifted? 

Ling Meng sighed loudly. “Sure. I’ll sing a song for you. What 
song do you want? I don’t know many.” 


The Moderator Mangosteen: just sing anything you know 
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Ling Meng searched through his music library. He finally 
found one song that he was decent at. 

“T'll do a song from one of the singers I like,” he said in exas- 
peration as the music began to play. “You know, I’m a gaming 
streamer, not an entertainment streamer. I don’t just sing for 
anyone. 

“What? You're a gaming streamer?” 

“What? You're a gamer?” 

“A gaming streamer who cant sing won't make a good en- 
tertainment streamer.” 

Man Guoding smiled as he turned the volume up. There was 
a hint of restraint in Ling Meng’s voice as he started to sing. He 
was like a primary school student who had just picked up sing- 
ing and was trying so hard to enunciate every word. 

“Waiting for you to gaze beyond the moon, into the dark 


night embracing the moonlight...” 


That night, Ling Meng sent Man Guoding another money 
transfer but regretted it as soon as he did. What was he doing? 
Giving Man Guoding a rebate for his cat-yards? Man Guoding 
accepted the transfer instantly and replied with a sticker that 
said “Aye-aye, cap'n!”. 

Man Guoding: what would you like to have for breakfast 
tomorrow? 

Ling Meng: a meat pie 

Man Guoding: you mean the meat pies that they sell at 
canteen 2? the ones they make out of the buns that turn 


out deformed? 


-132- 


Streaming ((e)) 
Chapter 03 

Ling Meng: yes, those pies... 

Man Guoding: aye, aye, cap’n 

Man Guoding: next time, just skip the transfer and sing a 
song instead 

Ling Meng: aren’t u sick of it yet? my throat’s gone 
hoarse from all that singing 

Man Guoding: i'll bring you honey and lemon tea tomor- 
row 

Ling Meng hid his face behind his hands. Mango Eats’ service 
was impeccable. 

Unbeknownst to Ling Meng, Man Guoding was chatting to 
Lil Teddy while texting Ling Meng about breakfast. 

Mangosteen: hey, lil teddy 

Lil Teddy: ? 

Lil Teddy: wassup, mangod? 

Mangosteen: i love the avatars you drew for me and lemon 

Lil Teddy: i know! u told me. do u want another one? 

Mangosteen: nope. but if you-know-who asks you for one... 

Lil Teddy: ? 

Lit Teddy: oh. i get it. dun worry! 

Lil Teddy: if guava comes asking for an avatar, i'll tell him 
english is my second language and draw him a banana in- 


stead! 


The next morning, Man Guoding handed Ling Meng his 
meat pie along with a stack of vouchers and asked him and Pi 
Daya to distribute the vouchers to their classmates. 


“What are these for?” 


“The Cultural Fest this weekend. We're going to set up a 
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ask your classmates to come and support us.” 

The universities in Hushuo celebrated four major events 
every year—Cultural Fest, Orientation Day, Sports Day and 
Christmas Eve. Everyone would gather and participate in activi- 
ties in the town’s Central Square. 

The previous year, Ling Meng’s class had built a haunted 
house. Ling Meng was one of the ghosts responsible for scaring 
the visitors. He had thought he looked rather terrifying after he 
put on his makeup and costume, but the female visitors thought 
otherwise. They kept squealing about how adorable he looked 
and wouldn't stop asking to have their photos taken with him, 
even if that meant using flash in the dark. It was a huge blow to 
Ling Meng’s ego, and he swore that he wouldn't dress up as a 
ghost again this year. 

That afternoon, Ling Meng was accosted by Su Beili on his 
way to the canteen after class. 

“Ling Meng, are you free this weekend?” 

“Y-yeah, I am,” Ling Meng stammered. He was blushing so 
hard. 

“We girls wanted to set up a lemonade slush booth at the 
Cultural Fest. If you're free, could you come and help us out?” 

“What?” Ling Meng was a little taken aback. “Why are you 
asking me?” 

“Well, ‘cause you're cute. We think you'll be popular with the 
girls, and that'll help us sell more drinks.” 

“I'm not cute. I can be terrifying.” 

Su Beili tried not to giggle. “Sure, if that’s what you think. So, 


you gonna help us out?” 
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Ling Meng was playing with his phone and hiding out at 
the tented booth. Dressed up in a white shirt and black vest, he 
kind of looked like a waiter. He had no idea where his classmates 
had rented the costume from. The vest felt a few sizes too small 
for him despite his petite form. Ling Meng was struggling to 
breathe in it. 

“One lemonade slush, please.” 

“We're not open for business yet...” Ling Meng trailed off 
when he realised he knew the voice. He snapped his head up 
and was greeted with the sight of Man Guoding in a butler’s cos- 
tume. He would look exactly like a waiter too, if not for the long 
black coat that really flattered his tall, trim form. Ling Meng 
had grown used to seeing the guy in casual wear and flip flops. 
He couldn’t really believe how dashing Man Guoding actually 
looked in uniform. He was almost jealous. 

“What are you doing here?” 

“Haven't you realised after standing here for so long that 
we've set up our booth right next door?” Man Guoding pointed 
at the giant mango in front of his class's booth. 

“Oh. What a coincidence.” There was no way Ling Meng was 
going to tell Man Guoding that he had been sitting here, playing 
with his phone all this while instead of doing any work. 

“Your bow tie.” Man Guoding pointed at it. 

“What about it?” 

“It’s crooked.” 

“Really?” Ling Meng tried to fix it but only ended up making 
things worse. 


Man Guoding leaned forward. “Here, let me.’ 
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Ling Meng let his hands fall to his sides. He started to grum- 
ble. “This vest is really tight. I can hardly breathe in it.” 

Man Guoding fixed Ling Meng’s bow tie then started loosen- 
ing the buckles of Ling Meng’s vest. 

“Well, you look great in it.” His waist appeared especially 
slim in the vest. 

“Are you sure?” Ling Meng didn’t agree. 

He had a lemon-shaped brooch pinned to the front of his 
vest. Man Guoding reached out and fiddled with it. “The lemon 
looks really cute.” 

“It's a gift we've prepared for the customers. I'll save one for 
you. 

“Hey, Ling Meng!” Su Beili walked over then. She had a 
handful of fliers with her. “Could you distribute these discount 
vouchers at the square?” 

“I’m on my way there too, Man Guoding said. “Let’s go to- 
gether.” 

“Who's this?” Su Beili asked after realising there was another 
cute guy in their midst. 

“He’s from the booth next door. He’s a friend of mine.” 

“I think both our booths are going to be really popular to- 
day.” 

“Why do you say that?” Ling Meng was puzzled. Su Beili 
simply stuffed the stack of fliers into his hands. 

“Get these distributed before we’re open for business. We're 
gonna be really busy later.” 

Ling Meng blushed as he grabbed the fliers. “Okay.” 

The sudden sight of two hot guys at the Central Square 


grabbed everyone’s attention. In fact, several people had pulled 


-136- 


Streaming ((e)) 
Chapter 03 


their phones out and taken pictures of them while they were on 
their way to the square. 

“The lady at our 11 o'clock. She’s taking a photo of us,’ Ling 
Meng said. He kept staring at the ground as they headed to- 
wards the middle of the square. 

“You're giving too much away. Only Galaxy Legends players 
give out locations like that. You know, like, friendlies at your 7 
oclock, hostiles at your 4 oclock?” 

Ling Meng thought for a moment and realised Man Guoding 
was right. “But I am a Galaxy Legends player.” 

“You should pretend you didn’t see her or turn around and 
smile at the camera.” 

“I should’ve known a shameless streamer like you would 
know what to do in a situation like that,’ Ling Meng muttered 
to himself before looking up. He found himself staring straight 
at someone who was taking his photo. His lips twitched stiffly 
into an awkward smile. 

It was nine in the morning. The tourists had begun to arrive 
at the square. There were many other people like Ling Meng 
and Man Guoding who were there to distribute fliers. Lucky 
for Ling Meng and Man Guoding, they were cute, and most 
people took their fliers happily. Unfortunately, Ling Meng’s shy 
nature meant that he got really nervous in the presence of girls 
he didn’t know. He ended up handing out fliers to guys instead. 
Whenever a girl walked past him, he would stare at his feet and 
pretend he hadn’t seen her. 

“Our target audience is women. They're the ones who like 
mango pudding and lemonade slush. You're only handing out 


fliers to guys. That won't do,’ Man Guoding said and started 
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An idea popped up in Ling Meng’s head. He started shadow- 
ing Man Guoding, looking like some sidekick as he shoved a fly- 
er at any girl whom Man Guoding happened to hand out fliers 
to. 

The crowd at the square grew. A girl was bold enough to ap- 
proach Man Guoding and Ling Meng to ask for fliers and start- 
ed chatting with them. 

“Ts this for your booth?” 

“Yes, feel free to come by after you're done checking out the 
town.” Honestly, it was hard to turn down such a request. The 
girl studied the flyer. 

“T love lemonade slush. Where’s the booth?” 

Man Guoding gave Ling Meng a light nudge. Ling Meng 
recited the lines he had memorised instinctively. “West Zone, 
Booth A38, opposite the cherry blossom tree. There's a giant 
lemon in front of the booth. You can’t miss it. Besides lemonade 
slush, we also sell watermelon slush, strawberry slush, iced tea 
lemonade, pomelo tea, and plum juice. Use the voucher to get 
10% off when you purchase two drinks.” 

The girl was tickled by Ling Meng’s monotonous reply. “Will 
you be at the booth later?” 

“T-I’ll be heading back to the booth soon.” 

“See you then.” 

“Okay...” Ling Meng tried very hard to use his words. “It’s a 
deal.” 

When he turned around, he saw Man Guoding staring at him 
with a weird look in his eyes. 


“Tt’s a deal? You sure know your way around girls.” 
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“I was panicking. I didn’t know what else to say.” 

“That's coming from a guy who goes around calling himself 
daddy in Galaxy Legends. Why do you tense up in front of 
girls?” 

“That's totally different. Galaxy Legends players are all guys.” 

“How about your female fans? Do you feel nervous when you 
talk to them?” 

Ling Meng was bewildered. What a bizarre question. “I’m 
not you. I don’t have female fans.” 

“Of course you do. What about that mama bear fan of yours? 
And your moderator, Lil Teddy?” 

Ling Meng thought for a moment. “Well, I treat them like 
my bros.” 

Man Guoding sighed. “You'll never be a real daddy.” 

“What are you going on about?” 


“Nothing.” 


Man Guoding’s classmate, Lan Budan, was moving mangoes 
when he spotted Man Guoding and Ling Meng making their 
way back. They had distributed all the fliers, and Lan Budan 
wasn't surprised at all at how quickly they had gotten it done. 

“Hey, Lemon Daddy!” Lan Budan hollered at Ling Meng. 
Anyone who was Man Guoding’s friend knew who the infa- 
mous online celebrity was. When Ling Meng pretended that 
he hadn't heard him and continued walking, Lan Budan yelled 
again, “Hey, Lemon Daddy, want a mango pudding? My treat!” 

Ling Meng whipped around. “For real?” 

“Of course! I'll make you an extra large one!” 


“Great! I love mango pudding.” 
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“Be careful, or he might just finish all the pudding we have,’ 
Man Guoding told his friend. 

The mango, soaked in yoghurt, tasted really sweet. Lan 
Budan had thrown in chunks of watermelon, honeydew, and 
sago. It was delicious. 

“This tastes amazing. You should try it,’ Ling Meng told Man 
Guoding as the latter walked by him carrying a crate of man- 
goes. He stared, speechless, as Man Guoding leaned down and 
took a bite from his spoon. 

“You're right. It’s delicious.” 

Ling Meng thought Man Guoding would get another serv- 
ing from Lan Budan, not take a bite from his pudding with his 
spoon as if it was the most natural thing. Ling Meng frowned as 


he stared at his spoon. Should he get a new one? 


It had been some time since Ling Meng had left. When Su 
Beili finally came looking, she found him hanging out at the 
booth next door. 

“How could you? I worked so hard to find a guy who could 
help us out and here you are, stealing my only man away with a 
mango pudding!” 

Lan Budan beamed at the lovely Su Beili. “Hey, calm down. 
Your pudding’s on me too.” 

Someone appeared in front of the booth then. It was their 
first customer of the day. She had vouchers from both booths 
and seemed torn. 

“Ts it okay if I drink the lemonade slush from the next booth 
here? I wanna have mango pudding too.” 


“Sure! You could eat our mango pudding over there if you 
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wanna drink the slush at their booth too. We're all friends here,” 
Lan Budan said cheerily, treating Ling Meng and Su Beili like 
they were his best buddies even though they had met moments 
ago. 

Ling Meng and Man Guoding ended up working at both 
booths. News of two cute guys at the lemonade slush and mango 
pudding booths went viral online. Customers began to stream 
to their booths. Eight out of ten of them were women. 

“If I get a lemonade slush and a mango pudding, can I get a 
photo with the two cute waiters?” 

“Sure, Man Guoding said before Ling Meng could say a 
word. “We try our best to make our customers happy.” 

Ling Meng made an awkward peace sign as he stood next to 
the young woman. The first request opened the floodgates for 
other requests from other customers. Ling Meng, who couldn't 
think of any other poses, ended up doing the peace sign for all 
of them. 

Now, some of the customers knew who he was. 

“Hey, aren't you the meme guy?” 

“Nope, you must've mistaken me for someone else,” Ling 
Meng said with a poker face. 

“No way. Puff up your cheeks for us.” Ling Meng puffed up 
his cheeks. “I knew it! It’s you!” 

“Oh my god, Lemon Daddy?” the next customer exclaimed. 
“Ts this for real?” 

Ling Meng had given up at this point. “You want a photo, 
right? Come on, let’s get your photo.” 

Fortunately, the customers who recognised Ling Meng as 


Lemon Daddy were all guys. Ling Meng wasn’t nervous around 
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them at all. In fact, he seemed almost slightly annoyed. After he 
was done taking pictures with the customers, Ling Meng turned 
around and looked for Man Guoding, who he found hiding at 
the back of the booth. Man Guoding had a really distinctive 
voice—one that Galaxy Legends players were sure to recognise. 
Ling Meng snickered to himself. If news of Mangod appearing 
at the booth were to leak, they could simply forgo selling mango 
pudding and instead charge customers for a photo with the fa- 
mous Mangod. 
As more customers arrived at the booths, their requests got 
more bizarre. 
“If I get a lemonade slush and a mango pudding, can I get a 
photo of the two cute servers?” 
Ling Meng had readied his fingers for the peace sign. To his 
surprise, the customer didn’t step into the frame with them. 
“Actually, I just want a photo of the two of you.” 
“Excuse me?” Ling Meng’s hand hovered in midair. He had 
no idea what was going on. 
Man Guoding threw his arm around Ling Meng’s shoulder. 
“You mean, like this?” 
“Maybe something that’s a little more romantic?” 
Before Ling Meng knew what was happening, Man Guoding 
had swept him off his feet in a bridal carry. 
“That’s perfect!” the customer said as she snapped a series of 
shots. 
“Hey!” Ling Meng protested. 
“Hush. The customer's wish is our command.” 
The satisfied customer left with five orders each of lemonade 


slush and mango puddings. Both booths ended up selling out 
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everything at the same time. When “Sold Out” signs were final- 
ly placed in front of the booths, Ling Meng slumped onto the 
table. Man Guoding sat down next to him and placed the last 
ice cream in front of Ling Meng. 

“Exhausted?” 

“Mentally and emotionally.” Ling Meng struggled to pull 
himself up. “I can’t believe I had to queerbait to sell drinks. I 
thought that was something I only had to do as a streamer. Life 
is so hard. Oh! Give me your hand.” 

He put his fist out and dropped a lemon-shaped brooch onto 
Man Guoding’s palm. 

“They gave away all the brooches. This one’s mine. Since you 


liked it, you can have it.” 
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wo individuals became viral after the Cultural Fest—the 
Te pudding guy and the lemonade slush guy. Their 
pictures flooded the Events subforum on the university’s in- 
tranet. When some students realised that the lemonade slush 
guy was the meme guy as well as a popular streamer, they shared 
the pictures on the internet. Unsurprisingly, that sparked a com- 
motion on the Galaxy Legends forum. 

[Image]Lemon Daddy at the Cultural Fest. Post your pic- 
tures here. Remember to pixelate your faces before you post. 
Warning: graphic-heavy post 

[Video]A cute vid of Lemon Daddy bridal carried. Credit 
goes to the rich gal who bought the vid with so many pud- 
dings/lemonades! 

[Talk Shop]] touched Lemon Daddy! He's so fierce in RL /s 
(seriously, he’s super cute) 

[SOS]Does anyone have a hi-res pic of Lemon Daddy car- 
ried like a princess? | want to use it as my wallpaper. Thanks! 

[Image]Random shot taken when | passed the booths. Lem- 


on Daddy was feeding the mango pudding guy pudding. They 
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looked great together 

[Image][Flex]Got two lemon brooches when my bff and | got 
the lemonade slush and a third one when my classmate gave 
me hers. | have the same brooch as Lemon Daddy now! 

[Discussion][Serious Post]Mangod and the mango pudding 
guy. Guys, does Lemon Daddy have a thing for mangoes? 

[Latest Scandal]| heard Mangod’s fan club is gonna change 
their name from The Mangoes to The Cuck-oos. Can someone 
factcheck that pls? 

[Talk Shop]Am | the only one who's dying for mango pud- 
ding and lemonade slush after spending the whole morning on 
the forum? 

Man Guoding had expected the uproar before he went on- 
line. 

Cuck-oo: hi boss [smiles] 

Mangosteen: changed your handle huh? 

Cuck-oo: yup [smiles] 

Cuck-oo: do you like it? [smiles] 

Mangosteen: looks good to me 

Cuck-oo: i understand. this isn’t your fault 

Cuck-oo: i mean, the mango pudding guy's really hot. u 
couldn't tell when he was in casual clothes, but when he’s in 
a uniform? damn. i almost switched fan clubs. 

Mangosteen: must've been so tough on you. 

Cuck-o00: guava’s not bad either. he plays well and lets his 
game speak for him. you could think about going after him in- 
stead 

Mangosteen: i think you should've changed your handle to 


guava-mama instead [bye] 


-145- 


eYou're. 
Too O|3/aa 


@Mangosteen: not streaming tonight [smiles] 

@FanA: ist in line to offer mangod my condolences 

@FanB: we understand, mangod 

@FancC: dun stream if u dun feel Like it! take a break. 
we're used to your hiatuses anyway 

@FanbD: we’re all on mangod’s side tonight 

@FaneE: so much left unspoken in a [smiles] 

@FanF: the mango lemon ship has sunk. now it’s just 


mangod and his left hand 


Ling Meng’s channel was flooded with viewers. Some were 
new fans who had just visited the Cultural Fest, while others 
were Mangod fans who had joined the live stream to stage a pro- 
test after a heartbroken Mangod decided not to stream tonight. 

“We've got a lot of viewers tonight.” Ling Meng hadn't 
checked his messaging app, so he had no idea what had hap- 
pened. 

“I’m new to this! How do | not look like a noob? SOS.” 

“The last noob who watched his first live stream ended up 
gifting three cat-yards.” 

“| went to the Cultural Fest and had lemonade slush served 
by Lemon Daddy himself /smirks” 

“Im not from Hushuo. How can | get the lemon brooch that 
Daddy was wearing?” 

“That was a gift we gave out with every purchase. We ran out 
of stock, and I ended up giving mine away.’ 

“Three guesses who he gave it to.” 


“Not Mangod, thats for sure [rolls eyes]” 
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“Mangod's so heartbroken, he’s not gonna stream tonight / 
sigh” 

Ling Meng finally realised what was going on. “Mangod’s not 
streaming tonight? Does he have something on? Maybe he’s got 
a date.” 

“With who? ur busy streaming. maybe he can grab two 
lemons from the supermarket and go on a date with them in- 
stead.” 

“He could have a date with oxygen. O oxygen, | can't live 
without you!” 

“Wait a minute. What does this have to do with me?” 

“What a player! You're dating two mangoes at the same 
time!” 

“Guys, we're just friends.” 

“Daddy's got friends everywhere!” 

“Friends who gift him cat-yards.” 

“Friends who he'll feed mango pudding to.” 

“Friends who have avatars from the same artist.” 

“Friends who carry him like a princess.” 

There was no way Ling Meng was going to convince a few 
hundred thousand viewers who were adamant to prove him 
wrong. He decided to change the subject instead. 

“Let’s move on to something else. I wanna play a session with 
the viewers today. I’ll carry. I need two more players. Who's in- 
terested?” Ling Meng asked as he logged into Galaxy Legends. 

SVIP Guava: not singing today? 

Ling Meng was speechless. Guava didn’t seem to know what 
kind of live streaming channel he had joined. 


“Just a quick explanation, I’m a gaming streamer. That means 
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I'll be gaming most of the time during my streams. If you enjoy 
listening to streamers sing, you could check out the Entertain- 
ment Channel instead. You'll find plenty of people singing live 
who are much better at it than me.’ 

SVIP Guava: i prefer ur singing 

Ling Meng didn’t know what to say. “But I just promised the 
viewers that I'd be hosting a session with two of them.” 

SVIP Guava: count me in then 

“Erm...” Guava might just end up carrying the party instead. 

SVIP Guava: i can pay. u ok with 1 cat-yard? 

Ling Meng gave up. “You don’t have to give me anything. I'll 
add you to the party.” 

Now that they had two players, they needed one more. 

“TI share the invite in the channel. Get ready for it!” 

Ling Meng posted the invite. The third member of the party 
appeared in the lobby the next second. The viewers who failed 
to snatch the last spot started to protest. 

“lL wanna be in Lemon Daddy's party too!” 

“Stupid internet connection. Stupid fingers.” 

“Is this a newbie or someone using their secondary ac- 
count? The player's level is so low! Hope he doesn't drag the 
team down.” 

“It's Lemon Daddy and Guava. They can carry the whole 
party.” 

[Lobby]Apple: omg did i get in? i can’t believe my luck! 

Ling Meng rolled his eyes. He knew that Apple was Man 
Guoding’s secondary account. The streamer had logged onto his 
secondary account instead of live streaming. Unbelievable! Ling 


Meng didn’t care that Man Guoding wasn’t live streaming, but 
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he wasn't happy that he was being blamed for it. 

[Lobby]Apple: yay! i’m a huuuuge fan of yours, lemon dad- 
dy! 

Ling Meng fell silent for a second before asking his viewers, 
“Can I kick this idiot out of the party and get someone who's 
not an idiot instead?” 

“Ofc!” 

“Here’s your non-idiot! Me me me!” 

“How could Lemon Daddy be so nasty to his own fans?” 

[Lobby]Apple: ok i'll stop talking, don’t kick me out of the 
party [Zips lips] 

Ling Meng thought for a moment. This was the perfect op- 
portunity to get back at Man Guoding. “Since you guys are un- 
ranked, let’s go for a casual match. Are you ready?” 

[Lobby]Apple: yup! [flexed bicep] 

[Lobby] Guava: k 

Ling Meng had a moment of silence for the party that 
was going to be matched with them, a team with a pro and a 
pro-adjacent gamer. He was supposed to carry the team. He was 
supposed to be the cool daddy leading his fans to victory. He 
was supposed to shine while they cheered him on. How was he 
supposed to show off when the other two members of his team 
were so much better than he was? 

The match was revealed thirty seconds later. A moment of 
stunned silence descended in the channel. 

The other team was a team of pros: Cherry, Lychee, and Pine- 
apple. The three were part of Team Fruit, the reigning national 
champion of the Galaxy Legends tournament. 


“Where's my popcorn?” 
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“This is like watching a trainwreck. The most amazing 
trainwreck in Galaxy Legends to ever be live streamed.” 

“Imagine how unlucky Lemon Daddy must be to be 
matched with such a strong team the very first time he de- 
cides to carry his fans.” 

“What do you know? It takes skill to get matched to Man- 
god in a ranking match and Team Fruit in a casual match!” 

“Now's the time to spam the channel with ‘you're too OP 
uwu!” 

“You must be kidding me. They must be impersonators or 
something.’ Ling Meng couldn't believe it. He couldn't possibly 
be that unlucky. 

“Stop lying to yourself, Lemon Daddy.” 

“That's three God tier accounts. If they’re impersonators, 
they must be real dedicated.” 

“| didn’t know the market for impersonators was that com- 
petitive.” 

“Shouldn’t teams like that be against the rules? How’s your 
ordinary player supposed to play a normal game of Galaxy Leg- 
ends when he’s gotta go up against a team like that?” Ling Meng 
protested feebly. In reality, he was jittering with excitement, 
waiting for the match to begin. He enjoyed playing against 
strong players. 

“You call yourself an ordinary player?” 

“You call Guava an ordinary player?” 

“You call Apple an ord- wait, | guess he is.” 

Team Fruits seemed more excited than Ling Meng was about 
the impending match. 


[Universe][Federation]Cherry: nice to meet you :) 
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[Universe] [Federation]Lychee: hi, guys! 

[Universe][Federation]Pineapple: lemon daddy! i watch 
your live streams and i dled your entire gif set! i'm a huge fan!! 

Ling Meng couldn’t believe it. Weren’t there appearances 
these pro gamers had to keep? Because they were professionals? 

[Universe][Empire]Lemon: disclaimer: im live streaming 
right now. u guys ok with that? 

Unlike somebody, he wasn’t going to conceal the fact that he 
was live streaming and embarrass other people. 

[Universe] {[Federation]Cherry: nope 

[Universe] [Federation]Lychee: hi, everyone! 

[Universe][Federation]Pineapple: remember me, i'm pine- 
apple-chan! 

[Universe][Empire]Guava: quiet 

The three pro gamers stopped instantly. Ling Meng was im- 
pressed. 

“I'm located at 12 oclock on the map.” That was how the typ- 
ical Galaxy Legends player started any game—by sharing their 
coordinates. 

[Empire]Guava: 4 

[Empire]Apple: to the left of Lemon Daddy's location. just 
one notch below him. 

One notch below him? Oh. He meant his 8 o'clock. 

“Dont panic. Let me come up with a strategy.” 

“Lemon Daddy's gonna strategise!” 

“He’s the great General Daddy!” 

“| bet Team Fruit are shaking in their boots now.” 

“You two focus on building up your base. I’ll wander around,” 


Ling Meng said. That was it. That was the strategy. 
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“Short and sweet. We're gonna win, baby.” 

“That's just another way for saying he’s gonna wreak havoc 
on the other team.” 

“TIL there’s an eloquent way of saying you gonna screw 
with your enemy.” 

Ling Meng assembled a squad and headed towards his three 
oclock, where Lychee’s base was located. He announced his at- 
tack as he deployed his units. “Here we go! Daddy's coming for 
ya!” 

“I'll cover you.” 

Guava and Man Guoding simultaneously sent the same nar- 
rated messages via the game. 

“Awwwww that sounded so sweet.” 

“We'll empty the Empire's treasury so that you can screw 
with the enemy all you want.” 

“We'll raise an army to protect your safety.” 

“In other words: I'll cover you while you screw with them.” 

Ling Meng’s brazen attempt to mount an attack was discov- 
ered by the Federation’s scouting hound. Lychee’s teammates 
sent reinforcements to aid him and decimate Ling Meng’s forc- 
es, but they didn’t expect the units to stop in the middle of their 
march, make a sharp swerve, and charge towards Pineapple’s 
base instead. To prevent his reinforcement units from being 
discovered by the enemy, Pineapple had sent them the long way 
around. When he finally realised Ling Meng’s true target, it was 
already too late. Ling Meng killed all his hounds and destroyed 
a good half of his minecarts. It was a terrible start to the match 
for Team Fruits. 


[Universe][{Federation]Pineapple: not cool, lemon daddy 
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As Pineapple typed out the text emoji, he continued target- 
ing Ling Meng’s units with low HP in order to make things even 
by taking out some of Ling Meng’s forces. 

Meanwhile, Ling Meng zipped around the map like a wily 
fox. Instead of sending his units back to the base, he directed 
them to take a longer route that ended up one notch below his 
own—at Man Guoding’s location. Pineapple treated “Apple” as 
a noob and completely disregarded him. Rookie players tend- 
ed to spend the early stage of a match gathering resources and 
refrained from deploying any units. Naturally, they would have 
mediocre defences. They also tended to panic and commit seri- 
ous mistakes when faced with something unexpected. Pineapple 
intended to destroy Ling Meng’s remaining units before moving 
in on the mining sector located right next to the latter’s base, as 
he didn’t expect Ling Meng to lead his forces here. 

The viewers in Ling Meng’s channel were well aware of the 
streamer’s ploy and were snarking at him for leading the enemy 
to his teammate’s doors. 

“Other streamers carry their fans. Lemon Daddy carries his 
to their grave.” 

“How could you sabotage a newbie, Lemon Daddy?” 

Ling Meng was unrepentant. “We have to teach the newbies 
that Galaxy Legends is a cruel place. That's how you train their 
will to survive and thrive. This is no game for snowflakes.” 

Pineapple charged effortlessly into Man Guoding’s base and 
was about to turn the tables on the enemy team when Man 
Guoding’s forces appeared out of nowhere and ambushed him 


from the rear. Ling Meng’s units stopped running then and 
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mounted a counterattack. The two players ended up trapping 
Pineapple’s units and executing a flawless ambush. 
“Look, daddy’s hard work has paid off,” Ling Meng bragged. 
“Daddy's in charge of baiting the enemy while his team- 
mate is left to his own devices.” 
[Universe][Federation]Pineapple: lemon daddy, you tricked 
me! 
[Universe][Empire]Lemon: i know my apple's no pineapple, 


but it doesn't mean he’s a pushover. 


“My forces got decimated in a flank attack,” Pan Apo whined 
to his vice-captain. 

Che Rui ignored him. That was the price to be paid for un- 
derestimating his enemy. 

“Be careful and don’t underestimate Apple.” 

“Why are the top players running around playing on second- 
ary accounts, anyways? Pan Apo was pouting. 

“Our hard work setting up the ambush is all wasted,” said Lai 
Qi. “Should we head south and survey the area?” 

“You trying to get yourself killed?” Che Rui asked. “Lemon's 


units are out of his base. We'll head north.” 


“They're probably going to attack me now, Ling Meng said 
as he casually led his forces back to his base. “Are you in posi- 
tion, Guava?” 

While he was waging battle against Pineapple’s units at Man 
Guoding’s base, Ling Meng had spotted Guava’ artillery units 
sneaking into his base. Realisation dawned on him instantly. 


When Cherry and Lychee realised that Ling Meng wasn’t re- 
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turning to his base, they would head straight there. The doors 
to his base were as good as wide open. He might as well roll out 
the red carpet for them. 

[Empire]Guava: 1 

Ling Meng became even more assured. Instead, he started 
surveying the area. It was great to have such a reliable teammate. 
Wait, he meant two. Two reliable teammates. Ling Meng started 
humming. He decided to give Guava the song he wanted. 

“Mi casa es tu casa, arms wide opening, waiting. Jump into 
my warm embrace, the love will kill you gently.” 

“Here's an entertainment streamer whose singing career 
was ruined by gaming.” 

“Watching an entertainment streamer game is my thing 
and nobody's gonna stop me from doing it.” 

“Does anyone know anything about Team Fruits?” Ling 
Meng started chatting as he trained more units. “I don't really 
watch the pro gaming tournaments.” 

“Team Fruits has five main players. Lychee and Pineap- 
ple are two of them while Cherry is the vice-captain. Cher- 
ry’s strength is in defence while Pineapple excels at provid- 
ing support. Lychee is a balanced player with no particular 
strengths or weaknesses.” 

“Che Rui’s the oldest of them all. He’s probably going to 
retire in two years’ time.” 

“Lai Qi’s really good at 1V1. He was the king of 1V1 in the 
China server before he went pro.” 

“Pan Apo cries after losing a match. He also cries after 
winning a match. He’s a crybaby. Don’t make him cry, Lemon 
Daddy.” 
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Ling Meng learnt a lot about Team Fruits today. “I'll try to be 
gentle.” 

“None of them can compare with their captain though. The 
guy's a monster.” 

“Banana’s a prodigy. He dropped out of middle school so 
that he could go pro. | think he’s still underage.” 

“He was named the MVP when the team won the cham- 
pionship. The commentator described him as a player who 
plays the perfect defence and offence.” 

“His only weakness is the Aliens. That's why Team Fruits 
try to avoid teams that use Aliens during important tourna- 
ments.” 

“Luckily, he’s not part of the team playing against Lemon 
Daddy and gang. Otherwise, they might as well have gone 
GG when the game started.” 

Ling Meng had heard of Banana. He was the top player in the 
national server at the moment. He didn’t know the guy was so 
young though. 

“It’s time for the young ‘uns to take over. Daddy’s getting old.” 

“No, you're not!” 

“You can still do this for another 80 years!” 

[Empire]Apple: lemon daddy, you have to stick around and 
carry me even in 80 years! Tul 

“I have to survive this match first. I’m getting killed right 
now!” 

Ling Meng was struggling to hold his ground as the fight- 
ing intensified. They were facing a team of pro gamers after 


all. Even though the team had underestimated Ling Meng, 
Man Guoding, and Guava and fallen for their trick, they had 
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regrouped quickly and gotten back onto their feet. The Fed- 
eration’s economy mushroomed under the experienced and 
well-coordinated team. Right now, the Federation and Empire 
had reached a stalemate in terms of the resources they had. The 
progress that the Federation had made was unholy. 

“I don't have the resources to build the Falcon. You guys will 
have to carry me for the rest of the game.” Ling Meng poured 
all his resources into building cruisers and training armoured 
troops. 

[Empire] Guava: hold til im ready 

Ling Meng and Guava launched their forces against Pineap- 
ple, who was lagging behind the rest of his teammates. Lychee 
sent reinforcements to Pineapple’s aid. All four squadrons 
clashed in the centre of the battle map. The Empire outnum- 
bered the Federation slightly, and their forces gradually pushed 
Pineapple’s squadron back into his base. 

Meanwhile, Ling Meng’s base came under Cherry’s attack. 
Ling Meng decided to abandon his base and focus on destroy- 
ing Pineapple’s base. To that end, he expended all his energy 
and every powerful skill he had. Lychee knew that Pineapple 
was doomed. He withdrew his forces immediately and headed 
northward to join Cherry’s troops as they worked on levelling 
Ling Meng’s base. Ling Meng checked on his own base after he 
had successfully crushed Pineapple’s base. It had been decimat- 
ed. The few buildings that were left standing barely had any HP 
left. There was no point in rebuilding the base. 

[Universe][(Federation]Pineapple: that was harsh, lemon 
daddy T_T 


[Universe][Empire]Lemon: come on, my home was levelled 
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[Empire]Guava: come 2 my base 

[Empire]Apple: join me at my base, lemon daddy! i'll pro- 
tect you! 

After some serious consideration, Ling Meng decided to head 
to the safer ground—one notch below his own decimated base. 

“Lemon Daddy spurns Guava's invite to move in together 
and throws himself into Apple’s arms instead.” 

“Lemon Daddy uses his pretty face to seduce his viewers 
during live streaming and tricks his teammates into carrying 
him to victory.” 

“Other live streamers carry their fans. Lemon Daddy gets 
his to carry him.” 

Ling Meng made his way to Man Guoding’s base safely. That 
was when he discovered that Guava had destroyed three of Ly- 
chee’s mining sites during his escape. He was good. Scarily so. 

“If this were an official tournament match, I’d rather fight 
Team Fruits than face off against Guava.” 

“Me too. Guava's been carrying the whole match.” 

“Lemon Daddy should just focus on singing instead of play- 
ing the game.” 

“We might just win this match.” 

Ling Meng took a few minutes to reorganise his troops and 
train more units before he was ready to set off again. This time, 
he decided to play dirty. He built a teleportation portal in a dis- 
creet spot between Cherry's and Lychee’s bases. 

[Empire]Guava: take down lychee first 

[Empire]Apple: i'll take down whoever lemon daddy tells 


me to take down 
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“Let’s do what Guava says. Take down Lychee first. Guava 
will mount a frontal attack while the two of us sneak up on him 
from the back.” 

Man Guoding’s units poured through the teleportation por- 
tal and stationed themselves on the battlefield. He had deployed 
two types of aerial units and four types of ground units in vast 
numbers. Danmu about Apple started to fill the channel. 

“Are you sure he’s a noob? This must be a secondary ac- 
count.” 

“Who's the guy who called Apple an ordinary player? Is he 
still around?” 

“Lemon Daddy lands himself two secretly amazing players 
and an enemy team of pro gamers. What are the odds!” 

Ling Meng clicked on the APM display tab. The blinking 
red dots on the graph showed every player’s current APM. Man 
Guoding’s APM had exceeded 350. Meanwhile, Guava had 
achieved a terrifying APM of over 400. 

“That's pro gamer level APM...” 

“Are we watching a pro tournament match?” 

“OMG apple is firing his pulse laser cannon! Look at how 
trigger happy he ts.” 

“One shot one kill! 100% accuracy rate!” 

“That’s 100% accuracy rate at an insane APM. There are so 
many great players lurking in Lemon Daddy's channel. There's 
no way us average players are gonna volunteer for a team up 
in the future.” 

Ling Meng struggled to build cosmic portals around Lychee’s 
territory with the modest force he had. A dozen or so bayone- 


teers with low HP but high movement speed would emerge 
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from every portal he built. In order to exterminate them, Lychee 
had to target each unit individually. The simple task became a 
constant source of distraction that disrupted his focus during 
the huge scale battle. 

“Spotted Cherry’s aerial units at our 7 oclock!” Ling Meng 
said as he kept a constant watch on the overall progress of the 
battle and updated his teammates accordingly. 

{[Empire]Guava: mine 

Guava sent a small fleet of arbitrators that created a blockade 
which stopped Cherry’s forces from reaching the battlefield. 
Every time Ling Meng spared a moment to switch the camera 
views and check in on Guava, he would catch the amazing sight 
of Guava's units leaving Cherry’s units in a trail of dust and bul- 
lets. 

“He's tanking 100 units on his own.” 

“You could probably count on one hand the number of 
players in the server who could do that.” 

“| really wanna know who Guava really is.” 

“Me too, but right now, I just wanna win this match.” Ling 
Meng had just broken his personal APM record. He could feel 
the pinky on his left hand starting to cramp. “Hey, Apple! If you 
lose this game, I’m gonna tell everyone who you really are. You 
know what to do.” 

“Plot twist!” 

“Lemon Daddy knows Apple?” 

“Aw man, | don’t want Lemon Daddy to lose this match but 
| really wanna know who Apple is!” 

Apparently, Man Guoding took the threat seriously. He 


started building a photon turret in the middle of the battlefield. 
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Ling Meng stared dumbly at the structure as it got erected. That 
was new. Man Guoding fired his photon gun, and the warning 
system started blaring. 

“Shut down! Shut down! Destroyed!” 

Guava’ APM fell as he started watching Man Guoding. Ling 
Meng sighed. He was once again impressed by Man Guoding’s 
terrifying ability to do math. It was almost impossible to aim a 
photon gun at a moving target. It was commonly used for de- 
fence or to attack immobile targets. 

“Fantastic! We might just win if we keep this up. Ill sing 
whatever song you want if we beat a pro team. I'll even dance 
for you,” blurted out Ling Meng. There goes his habit of over- 
looking the consequences of his words. 

A chime rang out as Cherry’s mothership set sail. Lychee’s 
base was down to a third of its HP. What was left of Pineapple’s 
forces had been completely decimated. 

“Come on, guys! Where’s our ultimate weapon?” 

Two chimes sounded as Guava and Man Guoding’s Falcons 
joined the battle. The two ultimate weapons of the Empire faced 
off against the single Alpha. Seeing that the Federation's defeat 
was inevitable, Cherry surrendered. 

[Universe][Federation]Cherry: GG 

Ling Meng had been waiting for that. He flung his mouse 
aside and started flapping his tense and quivering left hand. 

“T can die right now. I just beat a pro team. This is going on 
my tombstone. A sendoff? There’s no sendoff. I can feel my 
hands cramping.” 

[Empire]Apple: | can give u a hand massage! 


“Hmph...” Ling Meng’s bizarre response piqued the interest 
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of the viewers. Everyone immediately lost interest in the fact 
that Ling Meng and his team had just beaten a team of profes- 
sional gamers. Nope, all they wanted to know now was who 
exactly Apple was. 

Man Guoding had emerged unscathed from the few pointed 
barbs Ling Meng had directed at him. This was Ling Meng’s 
chance to yank him around. 

“Well, I don’t mind telling you guys if you really wanna 
know.” 

[Lobby]Apple: honey, don't do it 

[Lobby]Apple: we won, didn't we? 

The viewers in the channel started chanting. 

“Tell us! Tell us! Tell us!” 

“Tell us, O Great and Mighty Lemon Daddy!” 

“Tell us and we won't make you dance!” 

Ling Meng waited for a few seconds before smirking. “Re- 
member how I told you guys that the mango pudding guy was a 
really good Galaxy Legends player?” 

The truth was out. The mysterious Apple was actually the 
other star of today’s scandal—the mango pudding guy. There 
was an instant uproar in the channel. 

“Are you for real? | don’t believe you. He can’t be hot and a 
great gamer too! Where does that leave guys like me?” 

“Based on today’s match, it seems like mango pudding 
guy's as good as mangod. That must be why Lemon Daddy 
said he didn't know who's the better gamer.” 

“| wanna watch them face off.” 

“Mangosteen VS Apple! A face off! Man to man!” 

“Is the prize a lemon? LOLOLOL” 
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Ling Meng’s phone started buzzing. He looked at the screen. 
Man Guoding had sent him a sad face emoji. 

Man Guoding: Mengmeng, you sold me out [sad face] 

Ling Meng’s lips twitched into a smile when he saw that mes- 
sage. 

Ling Meng: well, you shouldn't have pretended to be 
someone else. everyone blamed me when you went MIA 

Man Guoding: i was trying to give the impression that 
you had many suitors after you so that interested parties 
would back off 

Ling Meng pulled his legs up onto his chair and slumped 
into his seat. He had forgotten all about his viewers as he started 
chatting with Man Guoding. 

Ling Meng: who knows what you'd come up with if i 
hadn’t exposed u. kiwi maybe? 

Ling Meng: the fans really wanna see that match. you 
could announce it on social media and set up a mango 
derby. mango vs mango lol 

Ling Meng: how mad are you right now? take a picture 
and show me 

Ling Meng had no idea what he looked like right now. His 
hundreds of thousands of viewers, on the other hand, could see 
him as clear as day. Their streamer had gotten distracted. The 
viewers started chatting among themselves excitedly. 

“Look at that sweet smile on Lemon Daddy's face.” 

“His dimple looks so cute.” 

“You gonna get lost in his dimple?” 

“He's oozing citrusy sweetness.” 


“That smile gives me the sudden urge to buy someone a 
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cat-yard.” 

“There’s only one guy who can make Lemon Daddy forget 
that he’s got 510k viewers watching him. | bet 10 mangoes 
that it’s the mango pudding guy!” 

When Ling Meng suddenly recalled that he was still in the 
middle of a live stream, he snapped his head up and was greeted 
by the sight of his own face. He was beaming too widely. He 
gave himself a few soft slaps and dropped the smile off his face. 
It lasted for three seconds before his lips started quirking up- 
wards into a stupid grin. 

“Stop smiling. You're making me fall in love.” 

“Stop talking nonsense. I’m smiling because we just won a 
match against a pro team. Where’s Lil Teddy? We need some 
crowd control here.” 

The Moderator Lil Teddy: Lemon Daddy, i’ve also fallen in 
stupid love with your smile and am in no position to stop the 
rest. 

“That's the kind of moderator i like.” 

“Studies have shown that only people in love smile like 
that.” 

Then Ling Meng received a direct message from Man 
Guoding. 

Man Guoding: wish your top mod was doing his job? 

Ling Meng had forgotten that Man Guoding was still lurking 
somewhere in the channel. He gave the camera the finger. 

“OMG our PG streamer just gave the camera the finger!” 

“OMG our PG streamer just gave you know who the finger! 
Bad streamer!” 


“Hey, this is a public space. Stop your public displays of af- 
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fection, man” 

“I’m gonna start banning some of you now if you don’t stop,’ 
Ling Meng said sternly. “Don’t think you can start fooling 
around just because Mangod wasn’t here.” 

“He remembers Mangod still lives!” 

“Didn't you drive mangod away?” 

“As new lovers cheer aloud, so the spurned shed quiet 
tears.” 

“Anyway, I bet a whole cart of mangoes that Mangod won't 
try and challenge Apple to a match.” 

“Why not? Mangod's no coward.” 

[Lobby]Guava: apple 

They had all forgotten that they were still standing around in 
the lobby before Guava had said a word. 

[Lobby]Apple: ? 

[Lobby]Guava: un me. a match 

Ling Meng was utterly bewildered. 

“W haaaaaaaaaat.” 

“Are we doing this again?” 

“Guava: i'll fight on mangod's behalf!” 

“It’s been a while since I’ve seen such drama. Lemon Dad- 
dy’s charms are really something.” 

“What are you trying to do, Guava?” asked Ling Meng. 

[Lobby]Guava: he played well 

[Lobby]Apple: thanks...? 

Ling Meng got it. Guava was obsessed with Galaxy Legends 
and couldn’t stop himself from challenging every great player 
that came his way. Man Guoding had played brilliantly during 


the final stage of the match. It made sense that Guava wanted to 
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fight him himself. 
[Lobby]Apple: not right now 
“That's right,” Ling Meng said when he remembered Man 
Guoding’s condition. “He can’t game for too long. It’s bad for 
his hands.” 
“Lemon Daddy knows Apple really well.” 
“Did he just come to Apple’s defence? I'm not seeing things, 
right?” 
“All | can see is how close they are.” 
[Lobby]Guava: k 
[Lobby]Guava: r u interested in going pro 
[Lobby]Apple: erm 
Man Guoding wasn’t the only one who found himself at a 
loss for words. Ling Meng kind of wanted to roll his eyes. What 
was wrong with Guava? Was this some kind of hobby? Getting 
players to join his pro team? 
[Lobby]Apple: i can’t. i have a condition. 
Well, Ling Meng did provide him the perfect excuse right 
there. 
“Just curious, Guava. Is your team short of players right 
now?” 
[Lobby]Guava: no 
“Why do you ask people whether they wanna go pro every 
time then?” 
[Lobby]Guava: we could use backups 
[Lobby]Guava: i dun ask everyone 
“Sure...” He only asked the same person twice. No biggie. 
[Lobby]Guava: u can join the team too 


Ling Meng nearly burst out laughing. “Me? What am I sup- 
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posed to do in a pro team?” 

[Lobby]Guava: be the mascot 

Ling Meng rolled his eyes. He couldn’t have asked for a more 
terrifying mascot. 

Ling Meng’s phone buzzed again. 

Pi Daya: Mengmeng, get offline now. the hall supervisor’s 
inspecting the rooms. he’s at du Lian’s room now! 

“Guys, I’ve got an emergency to attend to right now. Let’s 
end here tonight. See you tomorrow.” Ling Meng ended the 
live stream immediately after reading the text from Pi Daya. He 
shoved everything on his desk into his drawers, dumped the 
trash into the bin and rolled his blanket into a messy lump. It 
was the male dormitory, after all. Nobody had any high expecta- 
tions of any of them. 

The hall supervisor arrived at Ling Meng’s room. The inspec- 
tion went without a hitch. 

“Why are you hiding in your room instead of studying at the 
library? Are you gaming?” 

“Nope, Ling Meng said hastily. “I was memorising some vo- 
cabulary.” 

The hall supervisor nodded approvingly. “The foreign lan- 
guage exam is around the corner. You should be studying up on 
your vocabulary.” 

The hall supervisor gave a perfunctory speech about safety 
and rules before heading for the door. Just as he was about to 
leave, his eyes landed on Ling Meng’s desk. There was something 
suspicious peeking out from the drawer. 

“What's that?” 

Ling Meng turned around. He gasped sharply. He had been 
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in a hurry shoving everything into his drawer that he hadn't 
noticed the condom hanging right out of it before slamming it 
shut. 

“That's... that’s...” Ling Meng stammered as he scrambled for 
an explanation. 

The hall supervisor's face darkened. “Open your drawer.” 

Ling Meng dipped his head and pulled his drawer open. 
There was no way he was getting out of this. 

“What is that?” the hall supervisor said unhappily, pointing 
at the condom. 

“Sir, I can explain. I’m single. There’s nobody I can use this 
on... just count them. There are twelve in a pack. They’re all 
there. I’m not planning on using them.” 

“Why were you hiding these in your drawer then?” 

“Tt was a forfeit. I lost a bet and had to buy it. I swear I’m tell- 
ing the truth. Ask Pi Daya. He can be my witness.” 

The hall supervisor studied the sincere and meek look in Ling 
Meng’s eyes and decided to take Ling Meng’s word for it. 

“You boys should know when to stop. This isn’t something 
that you should be keeping in the dormitory.” 

“You're right, sir.” 

“Get rid of it now.” 

“T'm doing it right now.” 

“Tl let this pass this time.” 

“Thank you, sir. I know that I shouldn't have done that. I’ll 
never do it again,’ Ling Meng said earnestly as he cursed Man 
Guoding a hundred times in his head. This was all his fault. 

Ling Meng’s phone kept buzzing during the conversation. 


There was no way Ling Meng was answering that. After a long 
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moment, the buzzing finally stopped. A chat window popped 
up on Ling Meng’s screen. 

NC17 streamer has a message for you. 

The hall supervisor stared at the chat window. Ling Meng 
slapped his palms over his face. 

Somebody tell him how to make Man Guoding stop ruining 
his life. 


That morning, Man Guoding came by Ling Meng’s room 
with breakfast as usual. To his surprise, Ling Meng was not in 
his room. He shouldn't be up so early, since he didn’t have any 
classes this morning. 

“Mengmeng? You can find him at the track. He’s gone run- 
ning,’ Pi Daya told Man Guoding. 

“Running?” Were pigs going to fly now? Man Guoding never 
met a nerdy gamer who got up early for a morning run. 

“Sports Day is around the corner. He’s started training for it.” 

“I didn’t know Mengmeng was participating. Which event 
did he sign up for?” 

“The 5k run.” 

Man Guoding’s eyes widened in astonishment. Pi Daya burst 
out laughing at the shocked look. “That’s how we all reacted 
when we heard that in the first year. Why don’t you head to the 
track? He’s probably almost done with his training.” 

There weren’t many students at the track this early. Man 
Guoding instantly spotted Ling Meng in his honey yellow 
sportswear. From afar, he watched the young man who looked 
so tiny on the wide track. Man Guoding struggled to picture 


the petite Ling Meng actually doing the 5km run—an event 
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most students actively steered clear of. As Ling Meng made a 
slow jog around the corner, Man Guoding’s feet moved on their 
own. Before he knew it, he was hiding under the shade of a tree. 
A short distance away, Ling Meng jogged past without seeing 
him. Man Guoding continued watching Ling Meng, who finally 
stopped jogging after circling the tracks three times. 

“When did you arrive?” a surprised Ling Meng asked as Man 
Guoding walked up to him. 

“When you were on your final three laps.” 

“Oh. I only did eight laps anyway,’ Ling Meng said haltingly. 
He was still trying to catch his breath. His eyes lit up when they 
fell on the breakfast that Man Guoding had brought him. “What 
are we having today? Rolled egg crepes? That’s my favourite.” 

Ling Meng’s genuine love for food was one of the reasons 
why Man Guoding kept bringing him breakfast. No matter 
what he brought that day, Ling Meng would tell him earnestly 
how much he loved it. It made the effort worth it. 

“You just finished a run. Take a break before you start eating.” 
Man Guoding held onto breakfast as he followed Ling Meng 
outside the tracks where he started doing some stretching exer- 
cises. 

“How did you know where to find me?” Ling Meng asked as 
he stretched his legs out. 

“Pi Daya told me you were training for Sports Day.” 

“Is that what he told you?” Ling Meng shifted his gaze away. 
Something must have struck him then because the next second, 
he was thumping his fist on Man Guoding’s chest in annoyance. 
“This is all your fault.” 


“What has this got to do with me?” 
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“I didn’t wanna do this. Our hall supervisor ordered me to. 
I’m supposed to keep training until Sports Day. I only planned 
to start practising three days before the actual event.’ 

“Why is your hall supervisor involved in your training for 
Sports Day?” 

“There was an inspection yesterday. He found the twelve con- 
doms in my drawer. You know what a prude he is. He doesn’t 
even want students to date. He wasn’t gonna let me off that easi- 
ly after finding the condoms.’ 

Man Guoding tried to imagine how the scene might have un- 
folded. He snickered. 

“Stop laughing! I would’ve gotten off the hook if you hadn't 
messaged me. He saw that.” 

“Why would you get into trouble over that?” asked a bewil- 
dered Man Guoding. The hall supervisor seemed to be running 
a dictatorship. “You went offline suddenly and didn’t reply to 
my texts. I was worried. That's why I sent you a direct message.” 

Ling Meng’s eyes turned shifty. “Erm, it’s because I saved your 
nickname as ‘NC17 Streamer”” 

There was a moment of silence. Then, Man Guoding doubled 
over with laughter. 

“Stop laughing!” Ling Meng huffed. “You're the reason why 
I got called to the hall supervisor's office for a talk. He wouldn't 
stop talking about how young people these days are hooked on 
online porn. You bring me such terrible luck. I mean, remember 
what happened to me during your live stream? Look at the trou- 
ble you've gotten me into now.’ 

“I do feel sorry. P’Il make it up to you. From tomorrow on- 


wards, I’ll join you during your morning runs.” 
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Ling Meng stared at Man Guoding’s flip flops before giving 
him a disbelieving look. 


“Dont worry. I won't turn up in flip flops.’ 


Like he promised, Man Guoding appeared at Ling Meng’s 
dormitory block at six every morning. They would go for a run 
then head to Canteen 2 for breakfast before returning to their 
rooms or going for lectures. After a few days, Pi Daya started 
teasing Ling Meng about his new daily schedule. 

“Off for your daily date with Mangod?” 

Ling Meng rolled his eyes. 

“Back from your daily date with Mangod?” 

Ling Meng rolled his eyes again. 


Man Guoding realised just how popular Ling Meng was in 
real life on the day of Sports Day. The 5km long-distance run 
was a major sporting event. The students who participated in 
the event were often treated like royalty by their peers. 

“Don't be nervous, Mengmeng. Come on, let me give you a 
foot massage. It’ll help you relax,” said Pi Daya. 

“You're supposed to keep yourself alert before the actual 
event. How am I supposed to run well if I’m too relaxed?” 

“Do your best, Mengmeng. Daddy will buy you dinner if you 
come in first,” said Du Lian, the guy next door. He had gotten 
into the habit of referring to himself as “Daddy” as well. 

“Get lost.” 

“Ling Meng, here’s some chocolate for you. All the best!” 

“Thank you...” 

Man Guoding bet the girl who gave Ling Meng the choco- 
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lates was Su Beili. 

Out of all of Ling Meng’s supporters, Man Guoding was the 
only person who wasn't from the former's class. He stood a dis- 
tance away and watched as Ling Meng got showered with love 
and attention from his classmates. He felt like a complete out- 
sider. It was then that Ling Meng’s eyes landed on him, and they 
exchanged a look. Ling Meng smiled and waved at him, and the 
faint feeling of melancholy that Man Guoding had been feeling 
dissipated instantly. He raised his fist as a gesture for Ling Meng 
to do his best. 

A cool breeze swept over the field. Clouds drifted across the 
sky and shrouded the glaring sun. It was a great day for a long 
run. The starting pistol was fired. Ling Meng and the rest of 
the runners left the starting line. They began to scatter across 
the track as some fell behind others. Soon, a single line formed 
on the track. Ling Meng was at the end of the line, jogging at a 
steady pace. 

“It’s unbelievable right? Who would believe that a small guy 
like Mengmeng would take part in a long-distance run,’ Pi Daya 
said, starting a conversation with Man Guoding as they watched 
the race together. 

“Youre right.” 

“We didn’t really know one another very well during the first 
year. Everyone could sign up for any event they wanted, but 
Ling Meng surprised us all when he signed up for the 5km run. 
We all thought he was doing it for us. After all, somebody had 
to do it. Guess what happened?” 

“What?” 

“He got first place! You know the saying. Never judge a book 
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by its cover.” 

Man Guoding’s eyes never left Ling Meng’s distant figure. It 
didn’t matter that he was surrounded by other athletes. Even if 
he were a needle in a haystack, he would find him. 

The distance separating the athletes began to grow. The run- 
ner in first position was at least half a lap ahead of the last. Man 
Guoding began to grow anxious. He wasn’t convinced that Pi 
Daya had been telling the truth when he said that Ling Meng 
had gotten first place last year. Pi Daya, on the other hand, 
seemed confident that Ling Meng was going to win again. He 
cheered loudly for Ling Meng every time the latter ran past 
them. 

“Mengmeng, drink up!” At the midpoint of the race, Pi Daya 
raced forward and handed an uncapped bottle of water to his 
roommate. Ling Meng grabbed it without stopping, took a sip, 
then poured the rest of the water over his head before tossing 
the bottle aside. Man Guoding, who had been running next to 
Ling Meng for this short stretch, caught the empty bottle. 

“Keep it up, Mengmeng!” Man Guoding yelled as Ling Meng 
raced away from him. The wet stains on his clothes went unno- 
ticed. 

The track was four hundred metres long, which meant they 
had to run twelve and a half rounds to complete the event. 
Some athletes started to flag during the second half of the race. 
The guy who had been leading all this began to fall behind as 
well. Ling Meng, on the other hand, kept on running at the pace 
he had set and slowly made his way to the middle of the train. In 
the final three rounds, he began to speed up significantly. 


“Come on, Mengmeng! You can do it! Outrun the guys in 
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front of you!” Pi Daya shouted excitedly. 

Slowly but surely, Ling Meng continued. Slowly and surely, 
he outpaced the athletes who had been ahead of him. Some 
struggled to catch up again. Unfortunately, they had reached 
their limits and ended up being left in the dust. 

“He’s outrun them by an entire lap!” Someone yelled. The 
guy in the lead was a full four hundred metres ahead of the last 
guy. Ling Meng was now on his final round, and there were only 
three athletes ahead of him. 

“Come on, Mengmeng! Get them! I'll call you ‘Daddy’ if you 
outrun them all!” 

Man Guoding could hear everyone cheering around him. 
Pi Daya, with his boisterous voice, was the loudest of them all. 
Ling Meng must have heard them, because he sped up again and 
got ahead of one more guy. If he kept this up, he was going to be 
the second runner up. It seemed that Ling Meng wasn’t content 
with being third though. He kept accelerating and with a sud- 
den sprint, shot past another runner. 

Man Guoding was seized by a sudden and heated excitement. 
His heart began to race. He had never felt this way about any of 
his classmates when they competed in other events. It was as if 
he were the one on the tracks, not Ling Meng. He shot up from 
his seat and raced towards the finishing line. As he skidded to 
a stop behind the finishing line, he started yelling Ling Meng’s 
name. His voice was drowned out by the other voices cheering 
for Ling Meng. Still, he prayed that Ling Meng heard him. 

Ling Meng was making his final dash. He and the runner in 
the lead were now ten metres apart. The distance between them 


shrank to five metres, three metres, one... 
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“Mengmeng! Mengmeng!” Right now, Man Guoding 
couldn't even hear his own voice in the sea of voices. 

Ling Meng’s petite form seemed to be filled with an endless 
well of power—and it was propelling him towards the finishing 
line. The clouds in the sky shifted. A crack appeared, and sun- 
light spilt forth. The air warmed under the rays, and fervent ex- 
citement emanated from the spectators, who continued to cheer 
as Ling Meng finally caught up with the runner in the lead. The 
latter wasn’t going to give up the fight that easily though, not 
after working so hard to stay in the lead for most of the race and 
definitely not when he was so close to winning. The two of them 
made a final mad dash for the finishing line. They were running 
so fast that they would’ve been at home with the 100-metre 
sprinters. 

“Mengmeng! Mengmeng!” Man Guoding shouted at the top 
of his voice, eyes glimmering with joy and excitement as Ling 
Meng got faster and faster and finally sped past the other ath- 
lete, who had finally flagged after trying to keep up with Ling 
Meng at such a punishing pace for so long. The other guy fell 
behind by half a metre, then one metre, then more. As they ap- 
proached the finishing line, it became increasingly obvious that 
he had no chance of winning. 

Meanwhile, Ling Meng remained in the lead as he kept a 
constant ten-metre distance between him and the second guy. 
Man Guoding started running as he crossed the finishing line, 
catching Ling Meng as he stumbled to a sudden stop after his 
mad sprint and cushioning the force of his sudden brake. 

“You were amazing!” Man Guoding said in a rare display of 


excitement. He had to stop himself from lifting Ling Meng into 


-176- 


Streaming ((e)) 
Chapter 04 


the air and twirling him around in celebration. He finally un- 
derstood how Ling Meng felt when he had kissed his screen in 
the heat of the moment. If they were alone right now, he would 
have given Ling Meng a hard kiss on his flushed dimpled cheek 
too. Ling Meng panted heavily. He was flushed from the exer- 
tion of the race. Man Guoding swung Ling Meng’s arm over his 
shoulder. Together, they started to walk down the track slowly. 

“Mengmeng, you were amazing!” Ling Meng nearly fell when 
someone huge threw himself onto his back. It was Pi Daya. He 
wrapped his arm loosely around Ling Meng’s neck and rufled 
his hair. “How did you do it, man? You're awesome!” 

More of Ling Meng’s classmates surged forward and squeezed 
their way between Ling Meng and Man Guoding. Ling Meng’s 
arm was pulled off Man Guoding’s shoulder while the latter 
found himself pushed out of the circle and to the periphery as 
the crowd around Ling Meng grew. Meanwhile, Ling Meng had 
become the centre of the excited crowd. After all, he had just 
done his class proud. The spot next to Ling Meng, the one that 
Man Guoding had occupied seconds ago, had been usurped. 
Man Guoding stood outside the circle and watched as Ling 
Meng’s classmates led him away. The sunlight glittered like star- 
dust in Ling Meng’s hair. 

Suddenly, Ling Meng turned around. He smiled and waved 
tiredly at Man Guoding. Joy swelled in Man Guoding’s chest. 
He smiled and waved back. 


That night, Man Guoding posted something on social media. 
Unlike his usual posts about gaming and live streaming, this one 


was strangely contemplative. 
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@Mangosteen: when you're in love with a star, you start 
wondering whether it’s love or the light that he is emanat- 
ing that has blinded you. 

@FanA: first! 

@FanA: what's going on? 

@FanA: sounds deep. maybe i should’ve let someone 
else reply first 

@FanB: is this a confession of love? 

@FancC: it’s probably just a quote 

@FanD: he forgot to cite the author. any ideas who? 

@FanE: mangod doesn’t seem Like the sort to post 
quotes about love 

@FanF: i almost closed the page. thought i was on the 
wrong website 

@FanG: i don't care if it’s a random quote. i think it’s 
cute. saving it 

@FanH: you guys are missing the point. mangod said “he” 

@Fanl: should we @lemon then? 

@FanJ: @lemon 

@Fank: @lemon 

The comment section was flooded with comments tagging 
Ling Meng. 

@FanZ: guys, stop it. mangod’s account was probably 
hacked. there’s a gang that steals accounts so that it can 
create sock puppets. we’re going to be seeing posts of in- 
spirational quotes, trending topics and ads for small busi- 
nesses. somebody who's got mangod’s irl contact should 


contact him now to reset his pw! @lemon 
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Ling Meng reread Man Guoding’s latest post multiple times 
after being bombarded with tags. He stared at the screen for sev- 
eral minutes. It didn’t help. He still couldn’t make sense of what 
Man Guoding was getting at. 

Ling Meng: did your socials get hacked? 

Man Guoding didn’t reply him. Had his phone been stolen? 
Was that why his account ended up being hacked? 

Ling Meng finally got a reply from Man Guoding after wak- 
ing up from his afternoon nap. 

Man Guoding: no 

Man Guoding: was out with friends. just saw your msg 

Ling Meng huffed in annoyance. Man Guoding must have 
enjoyed himself with his friends—to the point that he didn’t 
check his phone. What could possibly be more fun than what 
you can find on your phone? 

Ling Meng: ok. i was just shocked to see you posting a 
quote without any explanation 

Man Guoding: it’s not a quote 

Ling Meng: ? 

Man Guoding: i felt inspired 

Ling Meng: you didn’t actually fall in love or something, 
right? 

Man Guoding: yup 

What the hell did “yup” mean? Yup, I didn’t actually fall in 
love with someone. Yup, Id fallen in love with someone. Ling 
Meng mulled over the answer. He concluded that the chances of 
Man Guoding falling in love with someone were higher. 

So, Man Guoding had fallen in love. He must have gone out 


with the person he was in love with. That must be why he hadn't 
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even checked his phone. Usually, he would reply instantly when 
Ling Meng texted him. 
Ling Meng imagined a future without Mango Eats. Man 
Guoding was going to bring breakfast for another person now. 
He wouldn't join Ling Meng on his morning runs anymore. 
Well, Sports Day had ended anyway. He wouldn't play Galaxy 
Legends with Ling Meng or try to queerbait his fans during his 
live streams anymore. 
Ling Meng read Man Guoding’s post again. He couldn’t help 
but feel a little petty. 
A star? What kind of person was Man Guoding interested 


in? Some stupid streamer? 


It was the Dragon Boat Festival tomorrow. Ling Meng’s 
classmates, who were locals, were all packing their bags and 
heading home for the holidays. All of them promised that they 
would bring Ling Meng snacks from their hometown. Hours 
later, Ling Meng was the only student left in the dormitory. He 
was going to have to celebrate the festival alone, the thought of 
which made him feel terribly homesick. He texted his mother in 
their family’s group chat. 

Mengmeng: happy rice dumpling festival, mum! i want 
meat dumplings! they've only got sweet dumplings here! 

Mengmeng’s Mum: be honest with me, son 

Mengmeng: what? 

Mengmeng’s Mum: do you have a girlfriend? 

Mengmeng: what?? 

Mengmeng’s Mum: did you make her cry? 


Mengmeng: what??? 
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Mengmeng’s Mum: say hi to your daddy.gif 

Mengmeng-: ... 

Mengmeng: it’s not what you think, mom. let me explain! 

Mengmeng’s Mum: daddy’s not Listening.gif 

Mengmeng’s Mum: daddy doesn’t owe anyone an expla- 
nation.gif 

Mengmeng: why are you spamming me with gifs of me? 
dad, do something! 

Mengmeng’s Dad: you're all grown up. daddy’s so proud 
of you, son.gif 

Mengmeng: DAD!! 

Ling Meng was wrong. He didn’t feel lonely at all. He had 
hundreds of thousands of viewers who were celebrating the fes- 
tival with him. These were his true fans, and Ling Meng decided 
to give them a treat. 

“There are streamers who live stream themselves eating, 
right? Let’s do that tonight.” 

“Yeah! Live stream yourself eating dumplings!” 

“Eh, let’s skip the dumplings. Our canteen only sells sweet 
ones. How about Canteen 2’s buns? Ill eat two of those.” 

“Come on, other streamers live streaming themselves eat- 
ing thirty buns or more!” 

“Guys, I’m talking about buns from Canteen 2. We call peo- 
ple who eat two of those buns a hero.” 

“What if they ate three of them? What do you call them?” 

“A martyr. 

It was decided. Ling Meng wrote a .txt file that said “Off to 
get some buns” and left it on his desktop before rushing down 


to Canteen 2 to buy two buns. He also bought some medication 
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from the pharmacy right next door which he might actually 
need later. 

“Now, behold, the legendary buns from Canteen 2.” Ling 
Meng held the buns in front of the camera and rotated them so 
that everyone got a clear view from every angle. 

“Looks better than | expected.” 

“Looks huge. Nothing’s leaking out of it. It’s better than any 
bun | could make.” 

“That’s because the ones that are deformed have been made 
into meat pies.” Ling Meng grab a bun. “Okay, let’s tuck in.” 

He sank his teeth into the bun. All he tasted was dough. He 
finally got a taste of meat on his second bite. 

“T think it’s pork with pickled vegetables.” 

“Hang on a second. You didn't know what bun you actually 
got?” 

“They don’t label the buns they sell. You eat what you buy. 
It's like a lottery. If you're lucky, you might get something that 
actually tastes good,’ Ling Meng said as he took another bite. 
“Honestly, this tastes pretty good.” 

“ve never had a bun with pork and pickled vegetable fill- 
ings. What kind of bun is that?” 

“I've had one with jerky and pickled vegetable fillings be- 
fore. It tasted pretty good.” 

“Those with duck and pickled vegetable fillings aren’t too 
bad as well.” 

“You can't go too wrong with pickled vegetables.” 

Everyone started talking about their local cuisine in the dan- 
mu. 


“Sometimes, the chef would take the leftover vegetables from 
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the other stalls and use them as fillings for his buns. I bet that’s 
what he did here.” 

“So, the fillings are leftovers?” 

“You don’t understand. Leftovers taste better than the fillings 
they make from scratch.” 

“OMG. | suppose that’s a talent too, in its own way.” 

Ling Meng was pleased. “Seems like I got lucky today. Did 
they work harder on the food today because it’s a holiday?” 

“Watching Lemon Daddy eat is making me hungry.” 

“Me too. | wouldn't mind having a bun from Canteen 2 right 
now.” 

“Lemon Daddy should just eat and sing during his live 
streams in the future. Leave the gaming to Mangod.” 

The subject swerved hard from food to the latest gossip the 
next second. 

“Did Mangod's account really get hacked?” 

“He didn't live stream or post anything today.” 

“He's probably off celebrating the festival.” 

“T asked him about that,” Ling Meng said after reading the 
danmu. “His account wasn’t hacked.” 

“What? So that was an honest to god confession?” 

“To Lemon Daddy?” 

“Come on, guys, I’m no star,’ Ling Meng said. “The guy’s sup- 
posed to give off light. What is he? A firefly in human form?” 

“It's been a while since we've seen Lemon Daddy be so 
snarky.” 

“Our daddy's a hamster in human form.” 

“| thought he was a pufferfish in human form.” 


“ls Lemon Daddy jealous? He sounds sour.” 
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“Well, that’s kinda what lemons are.” 

Ling Meng wanted to tell his viewers that Man Guoding had 
someone that he was interested in, but he wasn’t sure if any of 
Man Guoding’s female fans were watching his live stream. He 
didn’t want to hurt their feelings and decided not to say any- 
thing. 

“The first bun was delicious. I have high hopes for the second 
one,’ Ling Meng said confidently before starting on the next 
bun. A frown appeared on his face the next second. “It’s sweet.” 

“A sweet bun? Is it pumpkin paste?” 

“They used pork and pickled vegetables for fillings. For all 
you know, this could be sweet and sour pork.” 

“| bet it’s candied sweet potato.” 

“It’s not.” Ling Meng gestured with his hands. There was 
cream on his upper lip. “It’s got cream in it, not vegetables.” 

“A cream bun?” 

“A sweet bun?” 

“Lemon Daddy, you've got something on your mouth.” 

Ling Meng licked the cream off his lips. 

“OMG Lemon Daddy just licked his lips. He looked so cute 
doing it!” 

“Did anyone gif that? Please share!” 

“Is this some kind of divine retribution ‘cause I said I didn’t 
want to have any sweet dumplings?” Ling Meng pouted. 

“What? TIL Lemon Daddy eats savoury dumplings. Our 
friendship is over.” 

“LOL Three cheers for Team Savoury Dumplings!” 

“My mum makes the best meat dumplings. | could ship 


some to Lemon Daddy.” 


-184- 


Streaming ((e)) 
Chapter 04 


Meanwhile, Ling Meng was staring intently at his second 
bun. 

“T think I know what it’s stuffed with.” He held the bun right 
in front of the camera so that his viewers could have a good look 
at its fillings. “It’s mango pancake.” 

“You learn something new every day.” 

“| never knew you could make buns out of mango pan- 
cakes.” 

“Hang on a minute. Can you still eat the mango and cream 
after they've been steamed?” 

“The canteen on my campus stores their mango pancakes 
in the freezer.” 

“It’s really sour.” Ling Meng shook his head in disgust. “The 
mango’s probably spoiled.” 

“Poor daddy! You should just toss the bun away.” 

“TI finish it even if it kills me. We shouldn’t waste food. Be- 
sides, I’ve had worse.” 

“You're going to get an upset stomach if you finish that.” 

“Don't worry, I bought pills for that.” Ling Meng held a small 
box up and shook it gently. “There’s always some kind of sale at 
the pharmacy. You get 20% off any medication you buy if you 
also bought a bun from the canteen.” 

“It’s the mangoes, right? You don’t wanna throw the bun 
away because of the mangoes.” 

“Our daddy likes apples, not mangoes.” 

“He likes mangoes!” 

“Apples!” 

“Meanwhile, team guava is trying to keep its head down.” 


Man Guoding: don’t eat it if it’s spoiled 
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Ling Meng froze when he saw the unexpected direct message 
from Man Guoding. 

Ling Meng: r u watching the live stream? u didnt go 
home? 

Man Guoding: yup 

Man Guoding: still on campus 

He probably stayed behind to spend time with his firefly. 

Ling Meng: dun worry. i've been buying food from can- 
teen 2 for so long. my stomach can take it 

Ling Meng: wanna play a game after im done with my 
bun? 

Ling Meng: if ur with friends, then never mind 

Ling Meng wasn’t that clueless. 

Man Guoding: i'm doing groceries now. i'll head back ina 
while 

Ling Meng: ur watching my live stream while ur out? is 
that something rich streamers do? 

Man Guoding: i can afford it 

Ling Meng rolled his eyes. Rich guys are so annoying. He 
couldn’t hide the upward quirk of his lips though. At least Man 
Guoding still had time for him. Ling Meng finished his second 
bun in a couple of bites. If he wolfed it down, he wouldn’t have 
to taste it. 

“Okay, I’m done. Let’s play Galaxy Legends later.” 

“l feel so cheated. This streamer is a con artist.” 

“My daddy's got the sweetest smile! | can’t look away!” 

“I’m gonna get diabetes if | keep watching.” 

“He was so sour with jealousy a few minutes ago. Now, 


he’s nothing but sweet smiles. Is that the power of mango 
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“That smile will turn straight men gay.” 

Ling Meng ignored his viewers’ comments. He found a game 
that he could play solo while waiting for Man Guoding to come 
online. In the game, you controlled your character by adjusting 
the volume of your voice. Speak softly to get your character to 
walk and loudly if you wanted him to jump. Everyone was treat- 
ed to the sight of Ling Meng swinging wildly between whisper- 
ing and shouting for the next few minutes. 

“Now call me daddy! DADDY! I said Daddy! Daddy, daddy, 
DADDY! Shit!” Ling Meng mistimed the moment of his yells. 
His character ended up falling into a pit, and he had to restart 
the game. “I shouted too soon. I know what to do now. I'll 
pass the round without losing a life this time. If I don’t, I'll live 
stream myself eating lemons.” 

He started the game again. 

“Call me daddy! DADDY! Daddy! Say daddy again! DAD- 
DY! Shit!” 

“Somebody spoke too soon.” 

“Lemon Daddy's voice is so mesmerising.” 

“Somebody's gonna come along and tell him to call him 
‘daddy’ instead.” 

Ling Meng replayed the game thirty times without passing 
the round. At the end of the thirty rounds, he was puffing his 
cheeks in anger. 

“Who the hell made this game? It’s so stupid. I’m deleting it.” 

“Aw...don't be upset.” 

“| agree. You should delete it. I'm dying from laughter here.” 


Then Ling Meng got a text from Man Guoding saying he had 
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“TI stop here. Let’s play Galaxy Legends now,’ Ling Meng 
said merrily as he logged onto the game. 

“Who are you playing with tonight? Apple or Mangod?” 

“I bet it’s Apple.” 

“Nope, | bet it’s Mangod.” 

“Tl play with whoever’s online,” Ling Meng said. A frown 
appeared on his face. “My stomach kinda hurts.” 

“We told you not to eat the bun!” 

“Take your pills now!” 

“Okay.” Ling Meng got himself a glass of water and downed 
some pills with it. 

“How long does it take for the pills to start working?” The 
pain in his stomach was growing. If he had known this would 
happen, he would’ve taken the pills sooner. 

“Get yourself to the toilet now!” 

Ling Meng shook his head. Something wasn’t right here. It 
shouldn't be hurting this much. There was an agonising, stab- 
bing pain on the right side of his abdomen. He could feel cold 
sweat beading on his forehead. 

“Lemon Daddy, you don't look too good.” 

“That's some bun.” 

“anyone around who can help you? You should go to the 
hospital if its getting worse.” 

“Wheres ur roommate? Are there any other students left in 
the dorm?” 

“Tell us where you live, Lemon Daddy! We'll help you call 
an ambulance!” 


But Ling Meng couldn't see anything. He slumped onto his 
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desk in pain and struggled to breathe. Hundreds of thousands 
of viewers started to panic as they stared at Ling Meng’s limp 
figure. 

“Does anyone have Lemon Daddy's contact irl?” 

“IIRC, he lives in the uni town Hushuo?” 

“There are dozens of uni dorms. Where do we start look- 
ing?” 

“Where's the mod? Do they have Lemon Daddy's phone 
number?” 

Lil Teddy: i don’t! omg, what should we do?? 

“Should we call the police?” 

“Contact the kat-fu hotline. They'll have Lemon Daddy's 
contact details. He mustve written it in the contract.” 

Everyone rushed to offer suggestions to help Lemon Daddy, 
but none of them knew exactly what to do. Their panic was in- 
terrupted by a sudden loud bang. It sounded like someone had 
broken down the door to Ling Meng’s room. 

“Mengmeng!” A young man rushed into the room. 

“OMG! Finally, someone its here to help!” 

“Isn't that the mango pudding guy?” 

“It’s Apple!” 

“Mengmeng, are you okay? Where does it hurt?” Man 
Guoding turned Ling Meng around. 

Ling Meng was as pale as a ghost. His brows were creased in a 
deep frown as he moaned softly in pain. 

Man Guoding started yelling for help. “Is there anyone 
around? Anybody?” 

A few students from the neighbouring rooms raced in. 


“What's going on? Mengmeng? Are you okay, Mengmeng?” 
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“Somebody, call the ambulance!” 

“TI do it!” 

Someone ran back to their room to grab their phone. Man 
Guoding’s eyes landed on Ling Meng’s monitor. 

The viewers were still posting danmu and asking what's going 
on. They got a closeup of Man Guoding’s handsome features as 
he grabbed the mic and leaned into the camera. 

“Don't worry, guys. We’re going to bring Mengmeng to the 
hospital right now.” He ended the live stream then lifted Ling 
Meng into his arms. “Hang on, Mengmeng. The ambulance will 
be here soon. Let's get you downstairs first.” 

Ling Meng moaned. 

Meanwhile, Ling Meng’s viewers continued staring at a black 
screen after the live stream had ended. 

“| really hope Lemon Daddy's gonna be ok.” 

“Please be ok!” 

“That didnt look like an upset stomach. It kinda looked like 
acute appendicitis.” 

“Does he have to go in for surgery then?” 

“OMG Lemon Daddy’s gonna go under the knife!” 

“I'm so glad the mango pudding guy arrived in the nick of 
time!” 

“He was probably watching the stream.” 


“btw is it just me or lve heard his voice before?” 
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angosteen: @Lemon got acute appendicitis 
@ M last night. He’s been hospitalised and has 
undergone surgery. He told me to let you guys know that 
he’s ok now and that he’s sorry for worrying everyone. 

@FanA: we're just glad mengmeng is doing okay 

@FanB: poor mengmeng. hope he recovers soon 

@Fanc: pls take good care of mengmeng for us 

@FanD: since he’s alright, maybe the mango pudding 
guy can explain what he was doing in mengmeng’s room 
[smiles] 

@FanE: i actually had a fight with my bff cos i'm team 
mango and she’s team apple. and now you're telling us 
that they’re the same person? [smiles] 

@FanF: i've always imagined that mangod is a chubby 
guy with a nice voice. that must be why he never turned 
on his camera. because of your dishonesty, i'm no Longer a 
fan—of your voice. i've become a fan of your lovely face in- 
stead [smiles] 


@FanG: idc i wanna see a 1V1 between mangosteen and 
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apple. i'll riot if you don’t do it 


Ling Meng scrolled through social media with Man 
Guoding’s phone as he lay in the hospital bed. His own phone 
was back in his room. He stared at the comments that were 
filled with concern for his well-being. He didn’t seem too happy 
about it though. 

“Why’s everyone calling me Mengmeng?” 

“That's what I called you last night. They must’ve heard me.” 

“You destroyed the online reputation that I’d carefully built 
for an entire year!” Ling Meng whined. 

“You think I wanted that? I won't be able to call you ‘honey’ 
in the future without suffering a backlash,’ Man Guoding said 
before tucking into a dumpling. 

Ling Meng stared at Man Guoding. “What are you eating?” 

“A meat dumpling.” 

Ling Meng fell silent for a moment. “I—” 

“You can’t have any, Man Guoding stopped him right there. 
“Doctor's orders. Besides, you shouldn't be having something so 
greasy right now. You need food that’s gentler on your stomach.” 

“How did you manage to get your hands on meat dump- 
lings?” 

“You said you wanted meat dumplings on your stream, so I 
made a trip to the supermarket. I didn’t expect you to end up 
in the hospital, though,” said Man Guoding as he continued 
eating. “We don't have a fridge in our room, so I have to finish it 
before it goes bad.” 

“You don’t have to do it in front of me,’ Ling Meng huffed. 


b 


“But I’ve got to take care of you,’ said Man Guoding breezily 
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and went on while ignoring Ling Meng’s fuming. “I’m strug- 
gling to finish it, mind you. I prefer sweet dumplings.” 

“Poor you, Ling Meng said stiffly as he ground his teeth in 
anger. 

Man Guoding wiped his hands clean after finishing the 
dumpling. He tousled Ling Meng’s hair fondly. “There, there. I'll 
bring you porridge tomorrow.” 

Ling Meng couldn't eat anything he wanted, and he couldn't 
game. He wanted to die. 

“Are you bored? You could live stream,” Man Guoding sug- 
gested. 

“Right here?” 


Several viewers who were worried sick about Ling Meng had 
stayed online since yesterday night. They didn’t actually expect 
Ling Meng to come online again anytime, but he did. 

“Mengmeng, are u ok?” 

“You've lost weight, Mengmeng!” 

“He looks so smol in the hospital gown” 

It took him a few seconds to process the comments and reply. 
“Guys, I know I haven't had anything to eat for a day, but I’m 
quite sure I haven’t actually lost much weight ‘cause of that. And 
stop calling me ‘Mengmeng’!” 

“Calm down, Mengmeng. You just had surgery. Don't get 
upset” 

“We'll stop calling u Mengmeng if u don't like us calling u 
Mengmeng. Alright, Mengmeng?” 

“Stop calling him Mengmeng. Mengmeng’s really scary 


when he's angry!” 
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Ling Meng grew increasingly exasperated as the viewers kept 
calling him “Mengmeng”. Eventually, he decided to pretend that 
he hadn’t seen them at all. 

“I hope I didn’t give you guys a fright last night. It’s just a mi- 
nor surgery. I’ll be discharged in a few days.” 

“Please take care of yourself, Mengmeng!” 

“Rest! You can stream when you feel better” 

“Convert your kibbles to cash and get yourself some sup- 
plements!” 

Everyone started sending Ling Meng gifts in the channel. 
The notifications were scrolling down the screen too quickly for 
Ling Meng to thank everyone individually. He ended up just 
saying a simple thank you instead of going down the list. 

“Guys, thanks for the canned wet food, catnip, cat trees and 
kibbles. You can stop now. I don’t want anyone accusing me of 
conning my viewers of their hard-earned cash.” 

“That's such a painful con” 

“You actually streamed yourself chatting. Why are you sud- 
denly worried about being labelled a con now?” 

[Announcement]Guava has gifted Lemon a cat-yard with 
the following message: wishing u a swift recovery 

Ling Meng stared at the notification for a long moment. 

“Thanks, Guava, for the cat-yard. You really shouldn't have.” 

“Let him do it. I'll get you another one.” 

“Whos talking?” 

“Am | hearing voices?” 

“Hey sir u really think we don't recognise your voice?” 

“If you've got the guts to speak up, you've got the guts to 


show yourself on camera!” 
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Man Guoding sat down next to Ling Meng. The two of them 
appeared on camera together. 

“Are you seriously doing this?” Ling Meng couldn't believe it. 
Man Guoding had just shown his face to his viewers. This was 
the first time he was doing it on purpose. 

Man Guoding appeared unruffled. “I’d like to thank Guava 
for gifting Mengmeng the cat-yard. When he’s feeling better, 
let’s find a time where you and I can have a one-on-one match.” 

The message “hot” flooded the screen as soon as Man 
Guoding appeared on camera. Ling Meng couldn’t believe 
the number of times it was appearing on his screen. All Man 
Guoding had to do was appear in plain clothes. He didn’t even 
have to make himself look presentable. Life was so unfair. 

“T think you just got yourself another horde of female fans,” 
Ling Meng sighed. 

“Don't be upset, Mengmeng. You've got your own horde of 
mama bear fans too!” 

“l’'W always be your fan!” No Lemons No Life quipped. 

“Mangod ur so hot! Why don't u turn the camera on when 
u live stream?” 

“That's right! He pretended to be two different players. 
What a bad bad boy!” 

“I wasn't trying to keep my identity a secret,’ Man Guoding 
explained. “I just don’t want people to recognise me on campus. 
It'll make things difficult for me.” 

“I knew who he was as soon as he spoke!” Ling Meng said 
smugly. 

“That's because you've got me stuck in your head. I knew it.” 


Ling Meng rolled his eyes. This guy was such an incorrigible 
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flirt. 

“Are you guys classmates then?” 

“He’s my senior. Don't be deceived by his appearances. He’s 
no mango or apple. If I hadn’t exposed his secret, he might’ve 
taken on another identity. Like Kiwi or something... what? No! 
It's got nothing to do with how moist or mushy it is. Get your 
mind out of the gutter!” 

“LOL” 

“LOLOL” 

“LOLOLOL” 

“Am | too late to hop on the bandwagon? What's every- 
one laughing about? Is it because of Mengmeng? What's the 
joke?” 

“Are you thirsty?” Man Guoding was worried that Ling 
Meng’s throat might feel dry after speaking so much. 

“Am I allowed to drink water now?” 

“Just bear with it for a while longer,” Man Guoding said af- 
ter checking the time. The side table was right next to him. He 
reached for the glass of water on top of it, dipped the tip of a 
cotton swab into the glass and wetted Ling Meng’s lips. “In the 
meantime, we'll keep your lips hydrated.” 

Team Mango and Team Apple became the same team instant- 
ly. 

“Yooohoooo0000000" 

“The NC17 streamer is queerbaiting again!” 

“Is this how you repay us for the kibbles? By treating us to 
lovey dovey moments? Have a thought for us single people!” 

“You should’ve seen him eating dumplings by my bedside 


while I starved. He was so annoying! They were supposed to be 
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mine! He bought them for me.” 

“Thanks for telling the whole world that Mangod bought 
you dumplings” 

“Thx for the flex” 

“Ul watch him eat your dumplings for you” 

“Does a dumpling of love taste sweet or salty?” 

“It’s a lemon dumpling, right? It's probably sour” 

Ling Meng failed to rally his viewers behind him despite 
voicing his complaints. This was so annoying. 

“Tm tired. I’m ending the stream!” 

“Sure, rest well and recover soon!” 

“You can stream again when you feel better. We'll be here 
waiting!” 

“Mangod plz take care of Mengmeng for us!” 

“Don't worry. I'll spend the night here and watch over Meng- 
meng.” 

“Think of the poor single folks out there and just stop!” 

“Arent you gonna go back to the dorm?” Ling Meng asked 
after ending the live stream. “You stayed up the whole night yes- 
terday. You must be exhausted.” 

“T'll sleep fine here,” Man Guoding said as he adjusted the 
bed so that it was level again. “I can sleep anywhere.’ 

“You don’t even have a blanket.” He would have to use his 
jacket instead. 

“I don’t feel cold.” 

“We could share a bed.” Ling Meng shifted to one side of his 
bed. “I don’t take up a lot of space.” 

It didn’t matter how slim Ling Meng was. This was a single. 


The two young men found themselves in a tight fit as they tried 
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to stay on the bed. Man Guoding caught a citrusy whiff of lem- 
on underneath the smell of medicine from Ling Meng. 
“You smell like lemons.” 
“T use lemon-scented shampoo and body soap.” 
Man Guoding leaned in and took a light sniff. 
“Tt smells good.” 
Ling Meng shifted his eyes away. 
“You kinda smell good too.” 
“Really?” 
“Yeah,” Ling Meng drawled. “You smell like meat dumplings.” 
Man Guoding laughed. He pulled Ling Meng into his arms. 
“When you've recovered, [’ll buy you some. You can have as 
many dumplings as you want until you get sick of them.” 
Ling Meng huffed to himself drowsily. Man Guoding was go- 
ing to regret underestimating him. He could eat a truckload of 


dumplings without breaking a sweat. 


Yanshan’s Canteen 2 had been voted as the canteen with the 
most terrible food in town. The hospital that was affiliated to 
the university, on the other hand, was a prestigious institution 
in the city. Most of the time, Yanshan students who got their 
treatments there either paid a discounted bill or nothing at all. 
Many people enjoyed teasing Yanshan students about this, since 
the Yanshan students got to see the best doctors after suffering 
the worst meals. 

As a healthy young man, Ling Meng recovered quickly. He 
was discharged after a few days. During the course of his hospi- 
talisation, every one of his classmates had dropped by. Never- 


theless, he had been bored to tears. He turned on his computer 
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and started gaming as soon as he got back to his dorm room. 
That was the sight that Man Guoding was greeted with when 
he came bearing lunch and dinner. Ling Meng seemed not to 
understand that, as a patient who had just recovered from acute 
appendicitis, he should be resting. 

“Take a break and stop playing,” Man Guoding said as he 
tugged a reluctant Ling Meng away from his computer. Luckily, 
he had brought food. 

“What are we having tonight? Egg and tomato soup? That's 
my fave!” 

“It’s a little hot. Let the soup cool for a bit before tucking 
in.” Man Guoding pulled Ling Meng’s hand away as the latter 
reached for a spoon, rubbing gentle circles into the back of his 
hand while tugging it towards his chest. 

“When are you going to get me meat dumplings again? Hey, 
what are you doing?” 

“Patience, young one. Besides, you should try to keep to 
milder foods for some time. I’m massaging your hand. You've 
been gaming the whole day. I don’t think you wanna get chronic 
tenosynovitis like me.’ 

Ling Meng was feeling a slight ache in his hands. The massage 
kind of felt amazing. 

“That feels so good,” he moaned. 

“Keep it down before the guys next door start wondering 
what youre up to.” 

Ling Meng flushed instantly. 

“By the way, do something about the condoms in my drawer. 
I don’t want any more mandatory morning runs.” 


Ling Meng gestured at his desk and tried to put some dis- 
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tance between him and Man Guoding. The medal he had won 
for his long-distance run was on the desk. Man Guoding picked 
it up. It felt weighty in his hand. 

“I’ve been meaning to ask you something. How did you get 
so good at running?” 

“It’s simple. When you feel like you're on your last leg, just 
keep going. It becomes easier after that.” 

“Do you know what was going through my head when I 
watched you doing your final sprint?” 

“What?” 

Man Guoding turned around and stared Ling Meng straight 
in the eye. 

“I wanted to give you every bit of strength that was left in 
my body. If I had the strength of ten men, I would've given it 
all to you. It wouldn’t matter if I became completely drained. It 
would've been worth it.” 

Ling Meng’s heart skipped a beat—like how it always did 
when he spoke to girls. Had Man Guoding gone for a gender 
reassignment surgery secretly? Was he a girl now? Ling Meng 
coughed awkwardly and changed the subject immediately. 

“Everyone's got something that they're good at. Look at you. 
Youre so great at gaming that I’m envious.” 

“Do you know how I got so good at it?” 

Ling Meng froze. “Natural talent?” 

“Someone once told me, ‘Everything is serious business.” 

“He's got a point.” 

Man Guoding stared at Ling Meng. “Does that not ring a bell 
to you?” 


“What do you mean?” Ling Meng was bewildered. 
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“Nothing.” 

As Ling Meng watched Man Guoding collect the condoms 
in his drawer, he suddenly remembered what Man Guoding had 
told him the first time he turned up in Ling Meng’s room. 

“Be honest with me. Do you date your fans?” 

Man Guoding gave him an inquisitive look. “That depends. 
Are you a fan of mine?” 

Ling Meng froze for a second before he realised that Man 
Guoding was teasing him again. 

“Hey, youre—” 

“Queerbaiting again, right?” Man Guoding cut in. “You keep 
repeating that word.” 

“Well, it’s true, isn’t it?” muttered Ling Meng. 

“What do I have to do to prove to you that I’m not?” 

Ling Meng found himself stumped by Man Guoding’s ques- 
tion. “Prove? Prove what?” 

Man Guoding took a step forward and kissed Ling Meng. 
Ling Meng froze. He stood there as Man Guoding kissed him, 
gently, for what seemed like a second before he stepped away 
again. 

“I'm not queerbaiting.” 

Ling Meng stared at Man Guoding in shock. He slowly 
inched away from Man Guoding and huddled in the corner of 
his bed. He seemed terrified of Man Guoding, and the latter 
had expected that reaction. 

“Don't run away, he said as he tried to coax Ling Meng out 
from his corner. “Don't be afraid.” 


Ling Meng swallowed nervously. “You're not queerbaiting ?” 


« No ” 
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“Youre serious.” 

“Yes.” 

“That means...” Ling Meng could feel the gears in his brain 
turning slowly. “That person you were talking about in your 
post. That was me.” 

“That's right.” 

Ling Meng blinked in confusion. “I don’t give off light.” 

“You don’t. You're also blind. I’ve been so obvious, but you 
were so convinced that I was doing it for the viewers.” 

“Weren't you?” 

“Let me ask you something. Was I streaming when I brought 
you breakfast?” 

“No.” 

“Was I streaming when I joined you for your morning runs?” 

“No.” 

“Was I streaming when I spent the night with you in hospi- 
tal?” 

“No.” 

“How could I be queerbaiting my viewers when I wasn’t 
streaming in the first place?” 

“So, you were trying to woo me.’ 

Man Guoding gave Ling Meng an approving look. He finally 
got it. 

“You're like a friend to me,’ Ling Meng stammered. “I didn’t 
realise you had feelings for me.” 

“Why don’t you think about it? Take your time.’ 

Ling Meng looked away. “What if I’m not interested? Does 
this mean that we can't be friends anymore?” 


Man Guoding fell silent for a moment. “I’ve never wanted to 


-202- 


Streaming ((e)) 
Chapter 05 


just be friends.” 

“So, you'll keep your distance?” 

“Don't worry. I won't stalk you if you turn me down,’ Man 
Guoding said with feigned calmness. 

“And we'll never play Galaxy Legends together again? And 
I'll never get Mango Eats again?” Ling Meng asked tentatively 
while peering at Man Guoding. 

Man Guoding couldn't take it anymore. He reached out and 
pinched Ling Meng’s cheek hard. 

“Ts that all you care about? Galaxy Legends and food?” 

“Ouch! That hurts!” Ling Meng yelped. 

Man Guoding loosened his fingers gradually as he leaned 
in. He moved slowly—so that his intent was clear, so that Ling 
Meng could move away if he really wanted to. Ling Meng stayed 
stock still until their lips were touching. His eyes fluttered shut. 
Man Guoding cupped Ling Meng’s cheeks tenderly as he sucked 
his soft lips. This wasn’t like their first kiss, gentle and cautious. 
It was long and edged with desire. It stole Ling Meng’s breath 
away. 

Unable to breathe, Ling Meng moaned in protest. Man 
Guoding simply kissed him harder. Ling Meng felt his lips part 
and Man Guoding’s tongue slide against his own. His mind 
went blank. A bizarre thought interrupted the white noise in 
his head—Man Guoding’s kiss tasted nothing like mangosteen 
or mango. 

Man Guoding finally released Ling Meng from the long 
kiss just as the latter was feeling faint from the lack of air. Ling 
Meng’s face was flushed—as flushed as he would have been if he 


were surrounded by ninety-nine young women. 


-203- 


@You're . 
Too O|3/aa 


“Why don’t we just talk things out instead of resorting to 
kissing?” 

“Kissing seems more effective in shutting you up.” 

“I’m not an unreasonable guy,’ Ling Meng said carefully. 

“Well, Iam.” 

Ling Meng found himself rendered speechless for a second. 

“Besides, you've already told me youre interested. I have your 
token of love to prove it, and you can’t have it back.” 

“When did I give you such a thing?” 

Man Guoding reached into his pocket and pulled something 
out. He opened his hand, revealing the lemon-shaped brooch 
that Ling Meng had given him at the Cultural Fest. 

“Why are you carrying that little trinket around with you? 
Anyway, I gave the same thing to so many customers that day.” 

“It's different. They got a souvenir from the booth.” 

“And you?” 

“Mine is an exclusive item that wasn’t for sale.” 

Ling Meng rolled his eyes. He really couldn’t tell the differ- 
ence. 

“This brooch is special because you've worn it before giving 
it to me personally,’ Man Guoding explained when he saw the 
look on Ling Meng’s face. “It’s a token of your love ‘cause I said 
sO. 

“You're being totally unreasonable!” 

“You're lucky we’re in the dorm right now. I could be a lot 
more unreasonable.” 

“Like how ?” 

“IT could demand that we use what you just gave me. Give it a 


test drive.” 
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What he just gave Man Guoding? Ling Meng flushed a sec- 
ond later. 

“You're being inappropriate again. Stop it!” 

Man Guoding reached out and tugged lightly at Ling Meng’s 
wrist. “Come on, let’s head out and get dinner.” 

“What about my soup?” 

“Text your roommate and tell him he can have the soup.” 

Ling Meng had been subsisting on soup and porridge for the 
past week, so he couldn’t wait to dine out. He pushed all his 
worries to the back of his head as he followed Man Guoding out 
the door happily. 

“Why the sudden change of plans to dine out?” 

“It’s to celebrate a special occasion.” 

“What occasion?” 


“ey? ° >] 
I’m not single anymore. 


@Mangosteen: not single anymore [lemon-shaped 
brooch.jpg] 

@Star-rara: im so happy for u that im beaming as 
brightly as a star 

@FanA: hold on, you've been single all along? 

@FanB: haven't you been dating all this while? @Lemon 

@FancC: we've only heard from mangod. there’s no con- 
firmation from lemon daddy 

@FanD: i won't believe it until @Lemon confirms it per- 
sonally 

@FanE: mangod has made his move. it’s your turn now 


@Lemon 
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Nothing could stop Ling Meng from checking social me- 
dia, not even food. He was flooded with messages after Man 
Guoding updated his relationship status. 

@Lemon: u guys always trusted mangod’s word over 
mine in the past. why are you asking me to make a state- 
ment now? well, i’m not gonna do that 

@FanA: awww mengmeng is throwing a tantrum 

@FanB: stop sulking, mengmeng 

@Fanc: we trust your word on the important stuff 

@FanD: we trust your word on the personal stuff 

“Stop looking at your phone and eat more.” Man Guoding 
got another bowl of porridge and placed it in front of Ling 
Meng. 

“Okay!” Ling Meng said before putting his phone down and 
tucking in. The restaurant that Man Guoding had brought him 
to had some delicious dishes on the menu. They weren't too 
greasy or spicy, which made them the perfect food for someone 
who was still recovering from surgery. 

Meanwhile, Man Guoding was wondering why Ling Meng 
didn’t just live stream himself eating. Watching him eat his food 
with relish really gave him an appetite. 

“I guess only locals like you know where the really good 
restaurants are. Restaurants like this, for example,” Ling Meng 
said. He was really impressed with the place. 

“There are plenty of great restaurants in Hushuo. We can go 
restaurant hopping every week when you're fully recovered.” 

“Are you serious?” 

“Tell me what you like, and [’ll bring you to a restaurant that 


serves it. If you really enjoy gaming, I can mentor you person- 
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ally. With your natural gift, you won't have a problem reaching 
the top 100 in Galaxy Legends,” Man Guoding said. Slowly but 
surely, he was trying to reel Ling Meng in. Ling Meng had to 
know what he was losing if he turned Man Guoding’s advances 
down. 

Ling Meng’s eyes lit up after Man Guoding tempted him with 
a place in the Top 100 Players scoreboard. He had worked really 
hard to attain godhood. After that, it had taken training with 
Man Guoding before he eventually became one of the top 250 
players in the game. But now, he was stuck. He hadn’t managed 
to improve his ranking for a long time. If he were to get placed 
in the Top 100 Players scoreboard, he would be ahead of an ad- 
ditional 150 players. He could brag to an extra 150 players that 
he was their daddy. 

“We have a deal then!” 

Ling Meng ate his fill. When Man Guoding asked him where 
he would like to go next, it struck him then. They were actually 
on a date. As a geek, he was fresh out of ideas. 

“How about a cybercafé?” 

Ling Meng rarely patronised cybercafés now that he had his 
own computer. He had no idea that modern cybercafés came 
with rooms for couples. He slunk behind Man Guoding em- 
barrassedly when the latter asked for one. It felt as awkward as 
checking into a love motel. The equipment in the couple’s room 
was quite premium. It took the computers half the time to boot 
up when compared to Ling Meng’s own, and the speed of the 
internet connection was to die for. 

“I’ve forgotten what actual broadband speed is like after be- 


ing on the campus’s network for so long.” If he had such a great 
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connection on campus, he was quite sure that he could at least 
advance thirty places on Galaxy Legends’ ranking board. 

“You could move in with me next term,’ Man Guoding said 
casually. 

“Are you moving out? But why?” 

Man Guoding sighed in exasperation. “Don’t you know? I’m 
in my fourth year. I’m going to graduate soon.” 

Ling Meng gave him a sheepish look. “You're not pursuing a 
postgraduate degree or hunting for a job now, so I’ve completely 
forgotten that you're in your last year.” 

“T have a job. I signed a three-year contract with Kat-Fu last 
month.” 

Ling Meng widened his eyes in surprise. “Are you going to be 
a full-time streamer?” 

“Yup.” Man Guoding nodded. 

“How's that different from what you're doing now?” 

“I get a basic salary and a higher portion of the gift revenue, 
and I have to stream for a mandatory number of hours every 
month. I can’t just go on hiatuses like I do now.” 

It sounded like a lot of work and a lot of money. Ling Meng 
was reminded of the urban myth about some famous streamer 
that made seven figures a month. 

“Wanna go take a look at some flats with me tomorrow? I 
wanna start hunting for a place soon.” 

“Sure. Are you planning to rent a place on or off campus?” 

“Housing prices are rising now, so I wanna buy one before 
they get too expensive.’ 

Ling Meng gaped at Man Guoding. 

“I'm thinking of a small flat. I'll pay the down payment up- 
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front and the rest in monthly instalments. I should be able to 
afford it.” 

Ling Meng was blown away. This guy in his twenties was 
buying a flat right after graduation. What about him? He was al- 
most twenty. Hold on a second. Why was he feeling upset about 
this? Most people could only afford a place of their own when 
they were in their thirties or forties. There was nothing wrong 
with him. Man Guoding was the weird guy who was getting 


ahead of everyone else! 


@Lemon: feeling like streaming right now @url 

@Mangosteen: feeling like streaming right now too // 
Lemon: feeling like streaming right now @url 

Ling Meng’s and Man Guoding’s posts were made within 
three seconds of each other. Fans who had subscribed to them 
had clicked on the links immediately while others who had 
missed the notifications protested vehemently and threatened 
to uninstall the app. This was the first time Ling Meng and Man 
Guoding live streamed while seated together in front of the 
camera. Some viewers quickly caught on that they were in a cou- 
ple’s room in a cybercafé. 

“Someone checked into a room just to stream. That's what | 
call professional!” 

“Those who can afford it livestream as a couple. those who 
can't still gonna pay through the nose to get a room so that 
they can livestream together” 

“Stop using live streaming as an excuse for your flexing” 

“It's hulk smash time. Time to get green with envy, guys. 


Everyone ready to throw kibbles at the couple?” 
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“Who's the guy doing the lighting? Over there. Just leave 
the light by the bed on” 

“We're doing stand-up today.” 

“What?” 

“Just joking. We’re gonna be playing Galaxy Legends today.’ 

“Nah, we prefer standup” 

“Nobody's interested in watching u play GL” 

“You guys are entertainment streamers! Do your job!” 

Ling Meng put his foot in his mouth again. 

“Okay, what do you want us to do? We'll do it. Unless it’s 
stand-up. I have no idea how to do that.” 

“You're such a pushover, daddy,’ Man Guoding said teasingly. 

“Unlike Mangod, who's ttly not a pushover” 

“Hush, Mangod. This is how daddy shows his love for us” 

“Scissors, paper, stone! Winner gets to kiss the loser” 

“Great idea! | support it” 

“Let's do it!” 

Ling Meng rolled his eyes at the naivety of his viewers. Man 
Guoding didn’t need a forfeit to kiss someone. He did it when 
he felt like it. 

“Guys, have you forgotten something? Mangod the modera- 
tor’s online too.” 

The Moderator Mangosteen: we're celebrating a joyous oc- 
casion today. everyone gets to speak their mind freely 

“You're the best, Mangod!” 

“Congrats, Mangod!” 

“Is this a revolt? Lemon's gonna start looking like an angry 
pufferfish any moment!” 


“Are you guys trying to get my account suspended?” Ling 
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Meng asked in exasperation. 

“Don't worry! You still have Mangod's channel as a backup” 

“Yeah, we have plenty of channels to spare! Nobody’s 
afraid of no suspension” 

“T’ve got an idea,’ Ling Meng said. “Let’s do a lottery. I'll pick 
a random fan who gets to make a request. I’ll do whatever the 
fan says as long as it’s a reasonable request. Take that as a token 
of my gratitude for the concern everyone's shown me when I 
was sick.” 

“Great idea! Pick me! I'll be gentle. Promise!” 

“TU be fine being unlucky for the rest of my life if it means | 
can win this time!” 

“Can I participate in the lottery?” asked Man Guoding. 

“Are you a fan of mine?” 

“Of course.” 

“That's too bad, ‘cause the answer is ‘no.” 

“That's cold, Mengmeng” 

“That's real cold, Mengmeng” 

“Mangod must feel terrible” 

“Mengmeng will make him feel better by screwing with the 
fans” 

“Tl pick the sixth commenter on social media. Are you guys 
ready? Let’s go!” 

@Lemon: may the best fan win 

@Mengmeng’s Incisor: 6 

@Mengmeng’s Cowlick: 6 

@Mengmeng’s Cheeks: 666 

@Mengmeng’s Eyelashes: 6 

@Mengmeng’s Appendix: 66666 
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@Mengmeng’s Dimple: 66 

Ling Meng stared at the screen. 

“Did all of you change your display names? Who's trying to 
impersonate my teeth or cowlick? And my appendix! I don’t 
have one anymore!” 

Mengmeng’s Appendix: dun be like that. i used to be a 
part of you! 

Mengmeng’s Dimple: omg am i the 6th commenter? 

Mengmeng’s Dimple: i knew it. dimples do bring u good 
Luck 

“I’m so envious!” 

“Folks who like dimples tend to be lucky” 

“Remember: no outrageous requests!” 

“Mengmeng’s Dimple, state your request. Remember, it’s got- 
ta be reasonable.” 

Mengmeng’s Dimple: i'm so excited! gimme a moment to 
think of something 

“Just get them to play a game of rock paper scissors!” 

“Let’s skip the game and jump straight to the kissing!” 

“Kissing is out of the question. We won't do it.” 

“That's right.” 

“See, Mangod agrees with me!” 

“At least, not on camera.” 

Annoyed, Ling Meng turned around and smacked Man 
Guoding in the chest. 

“Our PG streamer just hit the NC17 streamer’s chest with 
his tiny fist!” 

“Since we're not getting any kissing, I'll take that” 


Mengmeng’s Tiny Fist: just changed my display name 
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[smiles] 

“Mengmeng’s Dimple, have you thought of something?” 

Mengmeng’s Dimple: i’ve thought of something! some- 
one posted a fanart of the two of you today. could you and 
mangod replicate the pose and recite the dialogue written 
on the fanart? 

“I’ve seen that fanwork!” 

“LOL what a great request!” 

“What fanart are you talking about? What pose? Let me look 
it up.” Ling Meng opened his social media and started scrolling. 
He found the fanart. It was a picture of him gaming while being 
held in Man Guoding’s arms. The word “Lemon” was written 
across his shirt—as if the artist was worried that fans who came 
across the fanart wouldn’t realise who it was. 

Mengmeng’s Dimple: it’s amazing, right? 

“I beg to differ,” Ling Meng scoffed. “I prefer something that 
looks more realistic. This looks so fake.” 

“It'll look realistic once you and mangod stage the same 
shot” 

“This is too much. Pick another request.” 

“| veto mengmeng’s veto!” 

“What does mangod think about the request?” 

“T think it’s quite a good idea.” 

“What?” 

“Well, it’s definitely better than playing rock paper scissors 
and suffering the forfeit, right?” 

Ling Meng deflated. “Fine. Who's gonna move?” 

Man Guoding leaned back and gave his thigh a loud smack. 


“W hooo0000000000000a” 
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“Whooo0000000000000000000a" 

“Whooo000000000000000000000000000000a" 

Ling Meng inched towards Man Guoding reluctantly and 
hovered slightly above Man Guoding’s lap. 

“Don’t worry and just sit down. Youre not heavy at all?” Man 
Guoding said as he wrapped his arms around Ling Meng’s waist. 

“Hey, keep your hands to yourself!” 

“I’m just trying to replicate the pose in the fanart.” Man 
Guoding pointed at the screen. “Look at where my arms are go- 
ing. 

“They're supposed to be above the waist!” 

“Are they?” 

“Where did his hands go? | can't see anything!” 


”» 


“The table should've been made of glass, damn it!” 

“Guess we'll have to imagine it ourselves while staring at 
the picture” 

“Your hands are on my scar!” Ling Meng finally said as a last 
resort to get Man Guoding to behave himself. It worked. Man 
Guoding stopped moving. His arms ended up gently circling 
Ling Meng’s waist. 

“Are we done?” Ling Meng said stiffly. “How long are we sup- 
posed to stay like this?” 

Mengmeng’s Dimple: you've got to recite the lines! 

“There's dialogue?” Ling Meng squinted at the screen. 
“Lemon Daddy’s such an OP gamer... brackets that are struck 
through... what the hell?” He continued reciting the lines. 
“Mengmeng is so OP...” 

“That's my line,” Man Guoding corrected. 


“Why didn’t you read it then? You should’ve said some- 
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thing!” 

“Let's redo it. Mengmengs so OP’ 

“Sh-shut up! What are you doing? T-take it out!” Ling Meng 
couldn't go on any more. “This is so lewd. This is downright 
scandalous! Who the hell came up with these lines? I would 
never say something like that!” 

Ling Meng wouldn't stop going on about how pervy the lines 
were. The viewers stared as Man Guoding buried his face in Ling 
Meng’s back. His shoulders wouldn't stop shaking. 

“You're only asking me to take out the rubbish,’ Man 
Guoding laughed. “Get your mind out of the gutter.” 

Ling Meng froze for a second before blowing up. “Of course 
we're talking about the rubbish!” 

“LOLOL” 

“LOLOLOL"” 

“LOLOLOLOLOL” 

Ling Meng huffed and moved back to his seat. “I shouldn't 
have given you perverts the chance to make any requests. And 
to the fan artists out there, why can’t you draw something de- 
cent instead of something so ridiculous? It’s such a waste of your 
talent.” 

“Don't you like it, Mengmeng? That's too bad. | wanted to 
rec Sweet Salty Scallop’s fanart to you” 

Ling Meng hesitated. “That’s an interesting username. Sounds 
yummy. 

“Yeah, her art is a real treat. I'll tag you!” 

A minute later, Ling Meng clicked on a link and was greet- 
ed with the sight of himself on his knees while Man Guoding 
pushed him against the wall and spread his legs apart with his 
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knees. The fan artist left a helpful note on the next page. 

Step 1: Part his legs. 

Step 2: Enjoy to your heart’s content. 

A furious Ling Meng closed the window instantly. “We're 
done here!” 

The viewers’ attitude transformed immediately as soon as 
Ling Meng threatened to end the stream. They started singing 
his praises, going on about how Lemon Daddy was the best, the 
fiercest, and the straightest guy to ever grace Kat-Fu. 

After a while, Ling Meng stopped sulking. He stayed online 
and started playing Galaxy Legends with Man Guoding. As he 
had promised, Man Guoding taught Ling Meng how to get rid 
of enemies on his tail while stuffing them with bullets. The only 
other time he had seen such brilliant gameplay was when he had 
played with Guava. 

“T learnt that after watching videos of Guava’s matches,’ Man 
Guoding admitted. 

Ling Meng was surprised. He had rewatched their match 
against Team Fruits multiple times and was repeatedly im- 
pressed by Guava'’s amazing techniques. However, he never man- 
aged to replicate it. 

SVIP Guava: flick cursor down then up. cast skill at the 
lowest lvl 

SVIP Guava: i can teach u 2 

Ling Meng had never seen Guava type such a long sentence 
before. He must be obsessed with gaming. 

“Thanks for the online tip.” Man Guoding said. 

“Was there a need to highlight that it’s online?” 


“Is it becuz somebody gets to give tips offline, up close and 
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personal?” 

“Thats terrible, mangod. stop bullying Guava” 

“Yeah the peanut gallery disapproves” 

SVIP Guava: i know the cafe. lve been there b4 

“Guava’'s trying to tell Mangod that he can give his tips of- 
fline, up close and personal too” 

“Guava's telling Mangod to stay where he is. He knows 
where they are” 

“Guava’'s trying to steal Mengmeng away and recruit Man- 
god for his pro team. Multitasking like a pro” 

“You mean you have come to this café too?” Ling Meng 
seemed surprised. This was the first time Guava revealed any- 
thing about his personal life. 

SVIP Guava: it was for an event 

The cybercafé was one of the largest in the campus town. It 
held different kinds of tournaments regularly. It made sense that 
it would also host events and invite professional gamers to at- 
tend them. 

“The café’s just a stone’s throw away from my university. You 
should let me know when you drop by again. I’ll come and sup- 
port you.” 

“We'll both come and support you,’ Man Guoding said with 
a smile. 

SVIP Guava: u pick things up fast. wanna go pro? 

“No, thank you.” 

The smile that Ling Meng gave Man Guoding was caught by 
every viewer watching the stream. Somehow, they didn’t see it as 
the teasing smirk that it was. 


“You see the look of adoration in Mengmeng’s eyes as he 
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looks at Mangod?” 

“Mengmeng's thinking about how awesome Mangod is! 
This is a guy who's been scouted countless times by a pro 
gamer!” 

“Guys, have you forgotten something? Mengmeng’s Man- 
god's biggest cheerleader!” 

“L only know Mangod is Lemon's biggest cheerleader. He 
thinks Mengmeng's the best” 

Man Guoding saw that danmu. “That’s because it’s true. 
Mengmeng is the best.” 

“Yeah, yeah. Nobody's disputing the fact that you're his 
biggest cheerleader. Stop trying to defend your title” 

“Aren't you embarrassed when you say things like that?” 

“Why should I be embarrassed for telling the truth?” Man 
Guoding said honestly. He leaned in and whispered something 
in Ling Meng’s ear, which made the latter flush instantly. 

“Guys don't get embarrassed just from talking to someone.” 

That was what Man Guoding had said. He was teasing Ling 
Meng for blushing every time he spoke to a girl. 

Ling Meng’s face was as red as a tomato. He would kill 
himself before he admitted that Man Guoding’s heated breath 
against his ear was the reason behind his flushed cheeks. He 
gaped in feigned outrage at Man Guoding. 

“Stop talking rubbish!” 

“What did he say to you?” 

“Yea we love hearing rubbish. Tell us!” 

“You can't whisper among yourselves when you're stream- 
ing. That’s unprofessional!” 


“Guys | need louder speakers!” 
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Ling Meng and Man Guoding’s first official live stream to- 
gether ended amidst Man Guoding’s flirtatious teasing, Ling 
Meng’s yelps of annoyance, and the viewers’ cheering. If it 
weren't for the fact that they had a curfew, Ling Meng would 
have stayed in the café. Seriously, the speed of its internet con- 
nection was unbelievable. If this was how all their dates were 
going to be, he would be fine with having them. 

They were on their way back to the dormitory when Ling 
Meng was seized by a sudden impulse to take a walk down the 
Boulevard of Broken Dreams. 

The Boulevard of Broken Dreams used to be known by an- 
other less depressing name. It was situated along multiple scenic 
spots and became hailed as a hotspot for dates. Couples could 
be seen holding hands and taking a leisurely stroll on its path. 
After some time, resentful single people started calling the path 
the “Boulevard of Broken Dreams’, and its original name be- 
came lost to time. 

Ling Meng was one of those single men who had been con- 
stantly reminded of his tragic singlehood every time he took the 
path. Since he was officially not single anymore, he wanted to 
have a taste of what it felt like walking down the lane as one half 
of a happy couple instead. 

It was almost midnight. A few street lights illuminated the 
path. Besides a few couples, there wasn’t anyone else around 
them, meaning Ling Meng could find no single person to tor- 
ment. 

“Walking down this lane alone and with your date feel almost 
the same. There’s nothing special about it at all.” 


“Haven't you taken this path with your classmates before?” 
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“Of course. We always take this path to and from two of our 
classes.” 

“Do you feel different walking down the lane with me com- 
pared to doing it with your classmates?” 

“No.” 

Man Guoding caught Ling Meng’s wrist and interlaced their 
fingers. 

“If we're gonna trample on the dreams of our single class- 
mates, we have to do it the right way. I'll teach you how.” 

Man Guoding turned and dragged Ling Meng into a grove 
next to the lane. The thick cluster of trees was a curtain that 
stopped the light from the street lamps from piercing through. 
The only visible light was the faint glow of the moon. 

“Hush.” Man Guoding placed a finger against his lips as he 
pressed Ling Meng against a tree. They stood there silently for a 
minute. “Do you hear anything?” 

“There’s someone at our five oclock.” Ling Meng listened 
harder. “I think there’s someone at our nine oclock too.” 

A long moment of silence passed. 

“Fine. I admit I’m addicted to Galaxy Legends.” 

Man Guoding leaned towards Ling Meng and whispered in 
his ear. “Did you really think walking was the only thing that 
couples did when they went for a stroll down the Boulevard of 
Broken Dreams?” 

“I’m not as experienced as you are when it comes to matters 
like this,’ Ling Meng said sheepishly. 

“I'm a rookie like you too, but I’ve got eyes, unlike someone.” 

Ling Meng huffed. Why was Man Guoding calling him blind 


again? All he did was mind his own business! 
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“Fine, I apologise for my ignorance. Let's go.” 

Man Guoding grabbed Ling Meng and pressed him against 
the tree before he could walk away. The next second, he was 
kissing Ling Meng again. They hadn't played any game of rock 
paper scissors before he had been kissed against his will! But 
alas, Ling Meng’s muffled protests were in vain. Man Guoding 
sucked his soft lips gently. He could smell the faint hint of lem- 
on in the air every time he breathed. 

Ling Meng’s mind had gone completely blank the first time 
Man Guoding kissed him. This was the second time he was do- 
ing it, and all thoughts fled his head. After some time, his mind 
began to wander. He found his mind alternating between a state 
of complete emptiness and distraction. 

It was a dark and stormy night. The NC17 streamer was 
kissing the PG streamer against his will. Imagine the outrage if 
everyone knew! Anyway, why was he always the one who got 
kissed? If they had played rock paper scissors to determine who 
did the kissing, he might have stood a fighting chance. 

What was so fun about kissing anyway? It could hardly com- 
pare with playing Galaxy Legends. 

The kissing continued. As Ling Meng struggled to breathe, he 
could feel a strange sense of euphoria swell within him. His soul 
felt buoyant as if it might just float off any moment. The night 
gave him courage. He lifted his arms, which had been hanging 
awkwardly by his side, and placed them around Man Guoding’s 
neck. Man Guoding got the message. He reached out and 
wrapped his arm around Ling Meng’s waist. 

Ling Meng grunted in pain and curled into himself. Man 


Guoding let him go instantly. He lifted the hem of Ling Meng’s 
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“Did I hurt you?” 

Ling Meng could see the worried look on Man Guoding’s 
face. Somehow, it made him feel bad. He had ruined the mo- 
ment. 

“You didn’t. It was just gut instinct.” 

Man Guoding released a sigh of relief. “That’s good. It’s my 
fault. I forgot you're still recovering from your surgery.” 

Ling Meng looked at his watch then. “Shit. It’s almost cur- 
few.” 

“Let's hurry back.” 

Man Guoding knew that Ling Meng wasn’t in any position 
to run right now. He grabbed Ling Meng’s hand and started 
walking briskly towards the dormitory. They managed to reach 
the gates a minute before curfew. 

“See you tomorrow, Man Guoding said. There was no time 
to walk Ling Meng to his room. Another minute and he would 
be locked outside. 

“Wait!” Ling Meng said. The next second, he yanked Man 
Guoding’s neck towards him, then stood on his toes and gave 
Man Guoding a light kiss on his lips. “Sorry for ruining the mo- 
ment just now. 

Ling Meng turned away and ran off while Man Guoding 
shouted in a mixture of elation and worry behind him. “Slow 
down! Stop running!” 

Ling Meng simply waved at Man Guoding as he walked away. 
Man Guoding stared longingly at Ling Meng as he vanished be- 
hind the gates. After a long moment, he turned away and made 


a mad dash towards his own dormitory. When he got to the top 
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of the stairs, he was greeted with the sight of the dorm manager 
locking the gates. 

“Hold on, Ma'am!” Man Guoding said as he threw himself 
through the gateway. He smiled sheepishly at the dorm manager 
who had waited and held the gates open for him. “Thank you.” 

The dorm manager had been at her job for over two decades. 
She recognised that look on Man Guoding’s face. Young men in 
love had a certain air about them that was impossible to hide. 

“I know you young men. You try to stay out as late as you can 
after you've gotten a girlfriend.” 

“T'm sorry. I won't do it again.” Man Guoding beamed beatif- 
ically. It was the smile of a man in love that could have charmed 
any woman—including the dorm manager. She caved instantly. 

“Dont run next time. We can’t have you taking a tumble and 
hurting yourself. Just give me a light tap at the window if you 
come back past curfew the next time. Come on, get to your 


room now.” 


Su Beili came looking for Ling Meng’s help again. A student 
by the name of Long An who had graduated last year was going 
to set up her own bakery in Gourmet Alley outside Yanshan 
University’s southern entrance. The bakery would be officially 
open for business on the sixth of June. She wanted the mango 
pudding guy and lemonade slush guy who had gone viral during 
the last Cultural Fest to help her hand out flyers that day. 

Ling Meng agreed immediately when he heard that he would 
be paid in gift cards to the bakery. Man Guoding asked for her 
number. After a hushed conversation over the phone, he, too, 


agreed to help. 
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“How do I put this on?” Ling Meng stared at the piece of 
clothing in his hands in bewilderment as he stood in the dress- 
ing room. It appeared to be an apron of sorts. 

“Let me help you with it.” 

Ling Meng turned around. Man Guoding was already dressed 
up and ready to start work. Honestly, he looked good in ev- 
erything, including the white baker’s uniform that he had on. 
In fact, nobody would bat an eyelid if he were to slip into the 
kitchen of a patisserie and start baking as if he were the genuine 
article. 

Man Guoding helped Ling Meng put on his uniform then 
pinned a mango-shaped brooch on his shirt. Ling Meng sud- 
denly noticed the lemon-shaped brooch on Man Guoding’s 
own. It was pinned right over his heart. 

“Hey, why are you wearing my brooch?” 

“To keep you close to my heart.” 

Ling Meng blushed. “Since when did you get so corny?” 

Man Guoding simply smiled. He placed his hands on Ling 
Meng’s shoulders and pushed him out of the dressing room. 
“We're streaming today. Don’t embarrass yourself.” 

Pi Daya was waiting outside. His camera had already been 
mounted on a selfie stick. The viewers started cooing over how 
adorable and cute and smashable Ling Meng was as soon as he 
appeared in front of the camera. 

This was the first time Ling Meng was live streaming out- 
doors. He seemed a little reserved as he waved to the camera. 
“Your daddy says “hi.” 

“Daddy looks so young today” 
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“Daddy looks amazing in the apron. 10/10.” 

“10/10 for the mango brooch” 

The viewers went gaga over how hot Man Guoding was when 
he appeared on camera. There were plenty of compliments over 
how dashing and handsome he looked and more over his lem- 
on-shaped brooch. 

“I’m sensing some double standards here.” Ling Meng pout- 
ed. Come on. The both of them looked almost alike in their 
uniforms. 

“I've got double standards and | cannot lie” 

“Double standards? | rated both brooches 10/10.” 

Su Beili smiled brightly as she headed towards them with a 
tray. “Thanks so much for agreeing to help out.” 

“D-don't worry about it,’ Ling Meng started stammering. 

“OMG is mengmeng blushing?” 

“The store manager is so pretty!” 

“Mengmeng, stop staring at the pretty lady! You've already 
got Mangod!” 

“T-I’m not staring, Ling Meng huffed. 

Man Guoding agreed. “Mengmeng’s not that kinda guy.” 

“Mangod maxed out his protective instincts” 

“Mangod: i won't let anyone talk trash about my meng- 
meng” 

Ling Meng and Man Guoding headed outside with a tray 
filled with tiny slices of cake, each topped with a small skewer. 

“Yours look delicious,” Ling Meng said as he stared at the 
cakes on Man Guoding’s tray. 

“You wanna try one?” Man Guoding plucked a slice off the 


tray and fed it to Ling Meng. 
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“Tt tastes great.” Ling Meng grabbed a slice off his tray and fed 
it to Man Guoding. “Try mine.’ 

“Tt tastes like mango.” 

“Yoohooooo” 

“I can literally taste the sugary sweetness in the air” 

“Stop taking dainty bites and just feed mengmeng the 
whole damn cake!” 

“A cat tree will get you a slice of cake. Anyone wanna get 
mangod to feed mengmeng cake?” 

“Nobody's gonna get cake just by sending cat trees. However, 
the lovely owner did prepare something for our viewers...” Ling 
Meng trailed off. After a second, he turned and stared at Man 
Guoding with a helpless look in his eyes. He had forgotten his 
lines. “What did she prepare for them again?” 

“Share our post to take part in our lucky draw. You'll have a 
chance to be one of the ten lucky winners who'll get a free crépe 
cake. You can choose to pick it up from the shop or have it de- 
livered to your place, chilled and ready to eat. Delivery is free 
nation-wide.” 

“That's right. You get to select the flavour you want. There’s 
mango, vanilla, Oreo...” 

“| want a lemon crepe cake!” 

“We don’t have that. Nobody’s gonna eat that. It’s too sour.” 

“TU fight the guy who says lemons are sour! | dare him to 
watch this live stream and say that again!” 

“Mengmeng’'s live stream has given me diabetes” 

“The doctor saw the stupid smile on my face when | went 
to get a prescription for insulin. He prescribed me ‘Watch 


fewer live streams’ instead” 
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“But that’s not it! Viewers in Hushuo get extra perks. The 
first three customers today will get a BOGO discount. They also 
get to make a totally reasonable request. We're unit 66 in the 
Gourmet Alley,” Ling Meng said before ending the advertise- 
ment with something cute to seal the deal. “Daddy’s waiting!” 

“I'm in Senlan. ['ll head over there right now! I’m coming, 
Mengmeng!” 

“Can we request a bridal carry if we turn up irl?” 

“I'm taking the entrance exam next year. Anyone know the 
admission scores for all the universities in Hushuo? TuT” 

Someone found out that the mango pudding and lemonade 
slush guys were helping out at the bakery and posted the info on 
the university intranet. Those who had missed them during the 
last Cultural Fest rushed to the shop and formed a long queue 
in front. 

“Thanks for your support. Please form an orderly queue. 
We're live streaming the opening. If you don’t wish to appear on 
camera, please join the queue behind the cameraman. We thank 
you for your kind understanding.” 

The tray Ling Meng was holding had been filled and refilled 
with fresh slices of cake numerous times. The manager had used 
the opening as an opportunity to set up a drink cart. Cups of 
free lemonade slush were snatched up in minutes. 

“Please scan this QR code if you like our cakes,” Ling Meng 
said dutifully as he stood in the middle of the crowd with a sign 
of a huge QR code. 

“Ts that a link to your phone number?” a young woman asked 
Ling Meng jokingly. 


Ling Meng stammered as he replied, “O-of course not. It’s a 
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link to the bakery’s official account.” 

“Do we get your number if we follow the official account?” 

Ling Meng started flushing and stammering unintelligibly. 
Man Guoding grabbed and tugged Ling Meng behind him. “I’m 
sorry, but that’s not on the menu. We do offer a 10% discount if 
you follow our account.” 

The viewers watching the live stream protested in unison at 
the young woman’s unreasonable request. 

“Is she honestly asking for Mengmeng’s number in ex- 
change for following the shop's official account? He wouldn't 
even share his details for the price of a cat-yard!” 

“I'd be happy with just seeing Mengmeng irl” 

“Hold the sign a little higher. | wanna scan the QR code 
too!” 

The first viewer to arrive at the bakery managed to get the 
buy-one-get-one discount after reciting the serial number of 
Ling Meng’s live stream session. Ling Meng had secretly thanked 
the gods when the viewer turned out to be a guy. Interviewing 
guys didn’t make him nervous. 

“Congratulations on being the first viewer to get the BOGO 
discount. Is there anything you want to say to the viewers on- 
line? Feel free to say anything you want.” 

“I’ve been your hater for a long time. I even got Lemon Dad- 
dy’s Sendoff when I was in Starlight tier. I still have a screenshot 
of that moment saved on my computer.’ 

“You've been following me for a really long time then.” Ling 
Meng had risen to godhood six months ago. 

“Keep up the good work, Lemon Daddy! I’ll keep ‘hating’ on 


you!” 
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“Erm, thanks, I guess.” 

“Get to the point! What's your request??” 

“Bridal carry! Ask Mangod to feed Lemon cake!” 

“Get them to do wedding toasts with lemonade slush!” 

“What's your request?” Ling Meng asked. “It can’t be too 
outrageous.” 

“I want Lemon Daddy to add me as a friend on Galaxy Leg- 
ends so that we can team up sometime!” 

Ling Meng released a sigh of relief. “Sure. Give me your ID. I'll 
add you as a friend later.” 

“Straight guys be wasting their requests. Pfft!” 

“That doesnt count. who's next?” 

“can the next guy do a better job plz?” 

“I'm doing this on behalf of my girlfriend,” the next guy ad- 
mitted honestly. “She’s a fan of Lemon Daddy. She wants his 
autograph.” 

“Lies! He's lying like a lying lar!” 

“That's right. GL players don't have GFs lol” 

“PU give full marks for the lie. U get a single point and ur 
imaginary girlfriend gets the remaining 99 points” 

“We're down to the last spot. Can the next person ask for 
something interesting? What's up with the first 2 guys?” 

The third guy finally showed up after some time. 

“Erm... what should I request for? Any ideas, guys? I’m all 
ears.” 

“Make him eat cake!” 

“A wedding toast!” 

The viewers who voted for a wedding toast won by a slight 


margin. Before Ling Meng could inform everyone that they had 
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run out of lemonade, Long An walked out with two extra large 
glasses of lemonade slush. 

“You must be thirsty after working so hard. Have a drink.” 

“Nice!” 

“The lady sure knows how to run a business!” 

“Imma gonna sign up for a membership card at the bakery!” 

Ling Meng would do anything for a gift card to the bakery. 
He leaned towards Man Guoding. The both of them were so 
close, they could feel each other’s breath on their skin as they 
drank their lemonade. Ling Meng looked up suddenly and 
found himself staring straight at Man Guoding. He gazed down 
immediately and started sucking at his straw hard. 

“Awwww, mengmeng’s shy” 

“The look he gave Mangod was just *chef's kiss*” 

“Anybody screenshot that? pls share with the rest of us!” 

“Mangod’s only got eyes for Mengmeng while Mengmeng’s 
only got eyes for his straw” 

Ling Meng finished the huge glass of lemonade in seconds. 
He leapt away as soon as he was done. “Okay, finished.” 

“You didn’t have to finish everything in one go,” Man 
Guoding said. He felt a little bad for Ling Meng. “Now you're 
gonna feel full from all that lemonade.” 

“Why didn’t you say something sooner? Well, at least it was 
good.” 

Long An’s ears twitched when she heard that. “Want another 
glass?” 

“Nope, Ling Meng said hastily. “It’s fine, thanks.” 

Business boomed. Everything was sold out. They ended up 


taking plenty of orders for deliveries and takeaway as well. Long 
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An handed Ling Meng the gift card that she had promised him 
at the end of the day. 

“Here's your pay,’ she said. “I’ve also prepared a special pres- 
ent for you.” 

“A present? What is it?” 

“Happy birthday to you, happy birthday to you...” 

Man Guoding carried a huge birthday cake out from the 
kitchen. Trailing behind him was the baker and the rest of the 
staff. The singing wasn’t coming from Man Guoding but from 
Pi Daya, the cameraman of the day. 

“It's Mengmeng's birthday today?” 

“Happy birthday, Mengmeng!” 

“Happy bday, Mengmeng!” 

“Who's the one singing?” 

“Killing me softly with his song?” 

Ling Meng was floored. “How did you know it was my birth- 
day?” 

Pi Daya raised his hand. “He asked me!” 

“I was planning to take you out to celebrate, but since we 
were helping out with the bakery’s opening, I asked Long An if 
we could hold a small party for you in the shop.” 

“Wow. Ling Meng was moved beyond words. He turned 
towards Long An. “Thank you. And you too, Mangod, and my 
personal poltergeist-slash-cameraman, and all the staff. Thanks, 
guys. 

“Was the poltergeist the one who was singing just now?” 

“Mr Poltergeist! My guy! We've missed your dancing!” 

Pi Daya turned the camera towards himself and started mov- 


ing his neck from side to side as he threw himself into some imi- 
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tation of Indian dance. 

“He’s still as spirited as | remembered him” 

‘Join the live stream more often!” 

[Announcement]Guava has gifted Lemon a cat-yard with 
the following message: hbd 

[Announcement]Pineapple has gifted Lemon a cat-yard 
with the following message: happy birthday, lemon daddy! 
remember me? i'm everyone's fave, pineapple-chan 

[Announcement]Lil Teddy has gifted Lemon a cat-yard with 
the following message: happy bday! i'll keep drawing new av- 
atars for you as long as you still want them 

[Announcement] No Lemons No Life has gifted Lemon a 
cat-yard with the following message: xoxo your forever mama 
bear fan 

The notifications of cat-yards being sent flooded the channel. 
Ling Meng was truly touched. 

“Thanks, guys. This is the first time I’ve ever celebrated my 
birthday with so many people.” 

“Aww, don't cry, Mengmeng!” 

“I’m not crying, you're crying, Ling Meng giggled. “I’m just 
moved by your lovely gesture.” 

The cake was from Long An and the rest of the bakery’s 
staff. Pi Daya gave Ling Meng a new set of headphones. Man 
Guoding had slipped into the kitchen sometime during the live 
stream and was now carrying a life-sized stuffed toy of a lemon. 

Ling Meng gaped at the gigantic fruit. “Where the hell did 
you get that?” 


“I got it specially made for you. It’s got your super fierce 


look.” 
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Ling Meng struggled to not blush. He took a closer look at 
his present. Man Guoding was right. It did look kind of fierce. 

“It’s huge. Where am I gonna keep it?” 

“Long An’s agreed to let us keep it in the shop first before we 
get our own place.’ 

“Am | hearing that right?” 

“| turned my volume up. I'm quite sure | heard what | just 
heard” 

“Someone said something about getting their own place?” 

“That was real smooth. 10/10 for delivery” 

Man Guoding handed the lemon to Ling Meng. “Every day 
spent with you is a day filled with joy. I wish you happiness ev- 
ery single day.” 

Ling Meng beamed as he hugged the stuffed toy. It nearly 
towered over him. “Thank you.” 

“This is my second present to you.” 

“Second? When did you give me the first present?” 

“You're wearing it now.” 

“He's wearing it?” 

“ve been watching the live stream since it started. | didn't 
spot any hickeys on Mengmeng” 

“Maybe it's somewhere we can't see” 

Ling Meng looked down. “Are you talking about this?” 

He pointed at the mango-shaped brooch that was pinned to 
his shirt. Man Guoding nodded. 

“You call this cheap trinket a birthday present?” Ling Meng 
said teasingly. 

“Breaking news! Loaded streamer gifts boyfriend cheap 


trinket!” 
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“You can’t put a price tag on this. It’s not for sale,” Man 
Guoding said with a poker face. 

Once the candles had been lit, everyone told Ling Meng to 
make a wish. After a long moment, Ling Meng finally spoke. 

“Guys, thanks for celebrating my birthday with me today. To 
the viewers online, thanks for watching my stream and support- 
ing me through it all—when I was selling cakes, playing Galaxy 
Legends, when I had to go under the knife, when I was running 
around mining for ores, or when I wanted to just hang out and 
chat.” 

“I’m glad you realised all the weird stuff you get up to 
during your streams” 

“Yeah u sure do a lot of funny stuff when u stream” 

“I hope to do more interesting things during my streams in 
the future. Now, for my birthday wish...” Ling Meng pinched 
his fingers to form the shape of a small heart. “I hope I’ll always 
be your daddy.” 

“Idiot, you're not supposed to tell us your birthday wish! It 
wont come true if you do” 

“Fine, fine. We'll let you have ur way just for one day” 

“Nobodys allowed to call him Mengmeng tonight. Every- 
one’s gonna call him daddy instead!” 

“T want to take this chance to thank someone. If not for him, 
I wouldn't have started streaming or gotten so much attention 
and love from my fans. I also want to thank him for getting ev- 
eryone to celebrate my birthday with me. Erm...” 

“Now, who might that someone be? [smiles]” 

“| have no idea [smiles]” 


“Awwww, look at how bashful he is. That’s not the lemon 
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daddy | know [smiles]” 

To hell with it. He was going to do it. “You guys wanted us to 
kiss, right? Well, you're going to get one. It’s your treat from the 
birthday boy!” 

Man Guoding raised his eyebrows in surprise. Ling Meng 
wasn't serious, was he? 

Everyone online started hooting. 

“Kiss! Kiss! Kiss!” 

“You just earned my respect, Lemon Daddy” 

“Wait! Lemme switch to my tablet! | need a bigger screen!” 

“I’m grinning like some pervert right now” 

“Take a good look!” Ling Meng tugged Man Guoding down 
as he reached out and grabbed the huge lemon-shaped stuffed 
toy. Everyone stared as the gigantic lemon’s fierce face filled the 
screen. 

“Is this a joke?” 

“| shouldn't have believed Mengmeng. He got me!” 

“How could he do this to us?” 

“| want my cat tree back!” 

“Who's gonna report this unethical streamer who's playing 
with our feelings like that?” 

“Mr Poltergeist, quick, get to the opposite side with the 
camera!” 

“Why did Mangod get Lemon such a huge-ass lemon?” 

Ling Meng finally moved the stuffed toy out of the frame. He 
licked his lips and smirked at the camera. 

“All right, we're done. It’s time for cake!” 

“Im not watching that” 


“KTHXBYE” 
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“I’m gonna go sit in a corner and wallow” 

“I'm no longer a fan goodbye” 

“Hey, don’t leave. The cake looks delicious!” 

“Oh, by the way,’ chimed Long An, who had been silent all 
this while. She showed everyone her mobile phone. “I was snap- 
ping pictures earlier and managed to catch the kiss.” 

“Oh my god!” 

“You're a goddess! | love you!” 

“Please print an ultra-big picture of that and hang it in the 
shop!” 

“I'm gonna sign up for membership at the bakery. Just let 
me know how much | have to pay you!” 

“Chop chop, let us have your website now so that fans who 
don't live in Hushuo can show their support!” 

Horrified, Ling Meng stared at Man Guoding, who simply 
shrugged. He wasn't the one who had yanked him into a kiss. 

Ling Meng really wanted to dig a hole and hide in it. If he 
had known this would happen, he wouldn’t have kissed Man 
Guoding. He would've just hid behind the stupid stuffed toy 


and sniggered quietly to himself instead. 
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2 Meng ended up as a famous Galaxy Legends streamer. 
Nonetheless, he never expected to receive an official in- 
vite to the opening ceremony of the upcoming Galaxy Legends 
tournament. In an effort to boost the entertainment value of the 
upcoming event, the organiser decided to hold a friendly match 
between a team of pro gamers and a team of streamers. 

Man Guoding and Ling Meng had both been invited to par- 
ticipate in the match. This was Ling Meng’s first time attending 
such a massive tournament and his first time facing such a huge 
live audience. His face was getting stiff from all the smiling, and 
the bright flaring lights were beginning to hurt his eyes. 

“I'm feeling nervous,’ he whispered to Man Guoding. “How 
do I stop?” 

“Just think of the hundreds of thousands of viewers who 
watch your live streams. You don’t bat an eyelid in front of them. 
A few thousand people in a live venue is hardly a big deal.” 

Man Guoding’s words helped to assuage a little of Ling 
Meng’s nervousness. It was then that a sudden commotion 
swept across the venue. The cameras that had been pointed at 


them moments ago swerved sharply towards another end where 
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the spotlights shone. Five young men dressed in the same uni- 
form strolled into the venue. 

“Look!” Ling Meng tugged at Man Guoding’s sleeve excited- 
ly. “It’s Team Fruits!” 

After being informed that they would be going up against the 
champions of the last tournament, Ling Meng started studying 
up on Team Fruits. He knew that the aloof-looking young man 
walking right in front was the legendary teenage captain of 
the team, Ba Nana. Despite the considerable distance between 
them, Ling Meng could still sense the intimidating aura that 
the young man was emanating. He started whispering to Man 
Guoding while the cameras were pointed elsewhere. 

“I’ve been watching their matches, and they're really, really 
good. Their captain, Banana, is phenomenal. We only managed 
to beat them last time out of sheer luck.” 

“We didn’t just have luck on our side,” Man Guoding remind- 
ed Ling Meng. “We also had the mysterious Guava.” 

“You're right. Guava’s a pro gamer too. I wonder if he’s here 
today.” 

Ling Meng started looking around to see if he might spot 
someone who might possibly look like Guava. Instead of finding 
Guava, he found his eyes landing on Ba Nana. The young man 
had his hands folded behind his back casually, looking like a bat- 
tle-hardened warrior who was utterly unaffected by the massive 
size of the audience. He stared right back at Ling Meng, who 
found himself inching slightly to the left, then to the right a few 
seconds later. He wasn’t seeing things. Ba Nana was still staring 
at him. In fact, he didn’t look away even when the host began 


introducing the two teams. 
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Ling Meng felt beads of cold sweat gathering on his back. 
Had he somehow offended the young prodigy? Was he one of 
the few unfortunate souls who had received Lemon Daddy’s 
Sendoff while he was still climbing up the ranks? Ling Meng 
considered how well he played and how well Ba Nana played, 
and he concluded that even if they had somehow crossed each 
other's path in the game, the chance of Ling Meng somehow 
beating Ba Nana in a match was near zero. 

The host started the round of introductions with Team 
Fruits’ captain. Ba Nana's expressionless face was projected onto 
the huge screen. He responded to the host’s mention of his 
name with an almost imperceptible nod. The small gesture sent 
the fans screaming at the top of their voices. Ling Meng had 
known that Ba Nana was immensely popular, but he hadn’t re- 
alised how popular he truly was. Countless fans in the audience, 
most of them female, were holding signs with Banana’s name on 
it. 

The other four members of Team Fruits got introduced next. 
Compared to Ba Nana, they had fewer fans, and the cheers for 
them were significantly softer. Ling Meng studied the four as 
they were introduced—Cherry, Lychee, Pineapple, and finally 
Avocado, who hadn't participated in his previous match with 
Team Fruits. All of them looked as nerdy as Ling Meng did. 
However, they weren't ordinary nerds. They were nerds who had 
won the championship more than once. 

After introducing the pro gamers, the host turned towards 
his other side to introduce the team of live streamers who were 
going to take part in the friendly match. 


“Let’s start by giving a warm round of applause to the top 
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Galaxy Legends streamer, the player whom everyone hails 
as Mangod—Mangosteen!” The camera zoomed in on Man 
Guoding’s ridiculously handsome features. Ling Meng’s ear- 
drums nearly exploded from the deafening screams of the female 
fans. The host couldn’t stop himself from teasing Man Guoding. 
“Mangod, I heard that for every ten female Galaxy Legends 
players out there, there are eleven Mangod fans—the first ten 
who play Galaxy Legends and the eleventh who doesn’t game at 
all. Is that true?” 

The reply that Man Guoding gave was extremely tactful. “I 
think it’s an honour and privilege to be able to get more women 
who aren't gamers into Galaxy Legends through my streams.” 

Ling Meng rolled his eyes discreetly. The women weren't in- 
terested in Galaxy Legends at all. They were interested in Man 
Guoding. 

“Even though you're not a pro gamer, many players have said 
that you play as well as one. Are you interested in going pro?” 

“I’m past the age where I can spend over ten hours training 
intensively for tournaments. Being a pro gamer is a tough gig. 
Every pro gamer has my respect and admiration. If there’s an 
opportunity, I’d like to participate in a professional tournament 
and do my part for the sport, just not as a player.” 

“You mean as a commentator?” 

“I don’t mind giving that a go.” 

“Well, the tickets will definitely sell like hotcakes with you 
as the live commentator, the host joked. Man Guoding’s smile 
earned another round of screams from the audience. 

“Now, for our next player. He’s someone we're really familiar 


with as well,” the host said. His sense of professionalism was the 
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only thing that stopped him from bursting out into laughter. “He 
started off with tons of antis, but he’s kept at the game for so 
long that he’s managed to convert them into his fans. He’s an up 
and rising Galaxy Legends streamer who made a name for him- 
self in a really unique way. What should we call him? Lemon or 
Lemon Daddy?” 

“Lemon Daddy! Lemon Daddy!” the fans holding Lemon’s 
sign shouted in unison. Their reply was shockingly unanimous. 
Ling Meng flushed slightly at the loud cheers and waved shyly at 
the audience. 

“Hi, everyone. ’m Lemon.” 

“Don't you usually go, “Your daddy’s here’ instead?” the host 
teased Ling Meng. 

The audience laughed out loud, and Ling Meng’s blush dark- 
ened. “I'd like to thank Galaxy Legends players for not putting 
a hit out on me. Honestly, I’m shocked to be alive and standing 
here right now.” 

His words sent the audience into another fit of laughter. 

“Be honest with us. When you issued your first sendoff after 
you'd won a match, did you know where that sendoff would lead 
you?” 

“No,” Ling Meng said honestly. “I did it ‘cause it was fun. I 
wasn't trying to be malicious.” 

“Did you ever get any heat for it?” 

“Of course. When I first started doing it, I kept getting called 
names, but I didn’t really care. Words can’t do anything to you. 
It wasn't like they could actually beat me up.” 

The audience laughed. 


“If you were given a chance to do it again, would you still 


-241- 


you're. 
Too OP! 
wanna try to be everyone’s daddy?” 

“Well, not here. Look at the crowd. They could get at me any 
time.” 

The audience laughed again. 

“You covered your ears when we were introducing Mangod 
and his fans started cheering for him. A quick question—what 
do you think of his female fans?” 

The host must have kept up with the gossip. Ling Meng tried 
not to roll his eyes. “Erm, I guess I’m probably envious of him. 
He’s got so many female fans. Any guy would envy him.” 

“Right, because he’s too OP and got so many female fans.” 

While the audience laughed again, Ling Meng tried to ignore 
the reference. 

“A question for you, Mangod. Does Lemon Daddy mind that 
you've got so many female fans?” 

“They're my fans, not my girlfriends,’ Man Guoding said 
bluntly. “I mean, those who've got mama bear fans still only got 
one mother. Am I right?” 

Man Guoding’s quip sent the audience laughing, but Ling 
Meng wasn’t exactly amused. 

The host had to end the interview with Ling Meng that had 
already gone over the limit. “Any last words youd like to say to 
the audience, Lemon Daddy?” 

“Well, I’m not exactly a role model when it comes to Galaxy 
Legends. 1 don’t think anyone should emulate the way I play. 
Please be civil when you're gaming. Thank you,’ Ling Meng said 
before bowing to the audience. His short speech won him a 
deafening round of applause. 


After the introductions ended, the members of both teams 
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took turns to shake hands. Ling Meng stuck his hand out as Ba 
Nana walked up to him, but the latter did not take his hand. 
Ling Meng felt a little awkward as his empty hand lingered in 
midair. Maybe he really did issue a Lemon Daddy’s Sendoff to 
Ba Nana in the past. 

“Erm...” Ling Meng stammered. Before he could say another 
word, Ba Nana reached out, shook his hand, and let go, all with- 
in two seconds. Ling Meng slipped his hand behind his back, 
away from the camera, and started shaking it furiously. It was 
just a friendly handshake. Ba Nana didn’t have to grip him that 
hard! 

The players settled into their stations. The equipment that 
was set up for Ling Meng and his team had been provided by 
the organiser. Team Fruits, on the other hand, had brought their 
personal keyboards and mouses. Their setup looked really pro- 
fessional. 

“They look so cool,” Ling Meng sighed as he watched Team 
Fruits set up their own equipment. How he wished he had his 
own keyboard and mouse to bring along. 

“We made the right decision in not bringing along our own 
accessories, Man Guoding said. 

“We did?” 

“There's no way we can beat a pro team. This is just a friendly 
match. We'd be blowing things out of proportion if we brought 
our own equipment for a casual match.” 

Ling Meng mulled over Man Guoding’s words and conclud- 
ed that he was right. It would be kinda embarrassing if they had 
brought their big guns and still got thrashed in the end. 


“Don't worry. Our opponents won't go too hard on us. We 
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only have one job and that’s to make the match entertaining.” 

This was taking too long. Tired of waiting, Ling Meng pulled 
his phone out and started reading Ba Nana's wiki page. 

“Team Fruits’ captain keeps staring at me. In fact, I think he’s 
glaring at me, but honestly, I don’t remember having offended 
him in any way.’ 

“You never know. You've offended a lot of Galaxy Legends 
players.” 

Ling Meng was unconvinced. “Are you saying that I sent him 
a Lemon Daddy’s Sendoff? I should probably count myself 
lucky for not receiving a sendoff from him.” 

“Look at this,” Ling Meng said as he recited the section on Ba 
Nana’s professional history. “Banana started gaming profession- 
ally when he was fifteen and won the world championship when 
he was sixteen. He’s a world champion! Do you have any idea 
what that means? He managed to win the championship after 
playing professionally for only a year.” 

“Why didn’t he stick to the previous game he was playing?” 

“The wiki page says that it’s because the distributor didn’t 
have a good strategy for establishing a domestic market. The 
game didn’t turn out to be popular among gamers locally. The 
entire team decided to switch to playing Galaxy Legends in- 
stead. They won the national championship within a year and 
Banana deserves a huge share of the credit for that.” 

“Apparently, Galaxy Legends is going to be released interna- 
tionally soon. They made the right choice.” 

“By the way, someone did the math for all the competitions 
and tournaments that Bananas won since he’s gone pro. He’s 


earned a total of...” Ling Meng started counting the zeroes. He 
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thought he had made a mistake when he reached the end of the 
figure and started counting all over again. His eyes widened in 
disbelief. “...forty million? Are you kidding me?” 

“USD, Man Guoding emphasized. 

Ling Meng gaped. “So, he’s a teenage millionaire?” 

“And that won't be it. Pro gamers reach their peak at around 
eighteen, but he'll probably keep competing till twenty-five. 
Even afterwards, he’ll be buried in contracts from live streaming 
platforms that will rake in eight figures a year.” 

Ling Meng sighed loudly. “We're of entirely different worlds.” 

“Prodigies like him are one in a million. You'll struggle to 
find a second Banana in the entire esports field. In fact, you're 
kinda like him.” 

“Me?” Ling Meng pointed at himself. 

“Like you said, many players have started emulating your style 
since you got famous. After all, everyone can go around calling 
themselves “daddy” 

Ling Meng flushed in outrage. “I was the first! And I never 
stopped. That must mean something.” 

“That's right. You're the one who started it all. They’re just 
jumping on your bandwagon. That's why the other gamers make 
fun of them and look down on them. Nobody’s ever gonna get 
famous by emulating you. You and Ba Nana are alike in this as- 
pect. Your success cannot be replicated.” 

Ling Meng stared at his phone, abashed because of Man 
Guoding’s compliment. Then his eyes landed on a familiar 
string of numbers. 

“Hey, look at Ba Nana's birthday. It looks familiar, doesn’t it? 


Wait a minute, that’s today’s date!” 
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“Youre right.” 

Something struck Ling Meng then. “He turns eighteen today. 
The captain of Team Fruits has just reached legal age.” 

The commentator wasn’t going to forget such an important 
date. He had been regaling the audience with Ba Nana’s amazing 
achievements. This also explained the crowd, many of whom 
were fans who had travelled a long way to celebrate their idol’s 
birthday with him. The camera kept cutting to a closeup of 
Ba Nana's expressionless face. Each shot was well received and 
earned a round of cheers. Compared to their aloof captain, the 
other members of Team Fruits kept chatting and joking around 
with one another. After all, this was just a friendly match. The 
coach himself had been sent away to sit with the audience. 
Why? Because the other team of live streamers didn’t have a 
coach. They were already going to have a tough time facing off 
a team of professional gamers. The organiser couldn't possibly 
further skew the odds in the pro gamers’ favour by letting them 
have their coach with them. 

Other than Ling Meng and Man Guoding who knew each 
other off-line, the live streamers met for the first time at this 
event. They had never played together and clearly didn’t have 
time to work on their teamwork. Luckily, every one of them 
knew that they were going to lose the match, so they didn’t feel 
stressed about it at all. 

“Mangod’s got the highest player ranking of us all. He'll be 
the captain. Just tell us what to do,’ one of the live streamers 
suggested. The rest agreed readily. 

“You said we've got to make the match entertaining. How are 


we gonna do that?” Ling Meng asked. 
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After a few minutes, Man Guoding came up with a plan. 
“Why don’t we start the match like this...” 

The match started in an ordinary fashion. Neither team did 
anything funny. Team Live Streamers stationed themselves 
around the battle map and started building their forces. Team 
Fruits, on the other hand, located mining sites before setting 
up bases near a site that met their needs. Clearly, one team was 
going on the offensive and the other staying on the defensive. 
Three minutes into the match, the commentators caught Team 
Live Streamers sneaking around. The camera zoomed into their 
location. Instead of being hard at work, the streamers were posi- 
tioning their infantry units to form a huge heart-shaped forma- 
tion in the middle of unoccupied territory. 

“The GL streamers are so romantic even their formations 
show how in love they are.” 

The audience was buzzing with laughter. As for the commen- 
tators, this was their first time seeing a team successfully getting 
the crowd all hyped up within the first three minutes of a match. 
The initial stage of every match involved much construction and 
mining. They had to do a lot of prep work before each match 
so that they could keep this boring and tedious stage of the 
match entertaining. The commentators sighed in unison. Team 
Live Streamers truly lived up to their name as “entertainment” 
streamers. Typical streamers wouldn't have been able to do what 
they were doing. 

The scout deployed by Team Fruits arrived at Team Live 
Streamers’ territory and saw what the enemy was doing. Team 
Fruits decided to reciprocate the kind gesture. Ten minutes lat- 


er, a grand formation spelling “FRUITS (heart) U” was laid out 
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on the field. The audience broke out into deafening applause. 

The beautiful start to the friendly match paved the way for 
friendly exchanges between the teams. Ling Meng, the trou- 
blemaker of Team Live Streamers, deployed a small squad to 
stir some shit. Ba Nanas base was the nearest enemy base to his 
location. Ling Meng honestly wanted to know how amazing Ba 
Nana was as a player. Despite his curiosity, he decided to consult 
his team captain. 

“Can I attack Banana’s base? Will he destroy me without 
even batting an eyelid?” 

“Don’t worry about it. You're going to get destroyed no mat- 
ter whose base you attack,” Man Guoding said. 

Having gotten Man Guoding’s permission to get totally 
thrashed, Ling Meng gathered his ground units and directed 
them to infiltrate Ba Nana's base from its rear. This was the first 
attack that either team had mounted since the match started. 
The screen switched to Ling Meng’s camera. The commentators, 
who had been chatting casually all this while, got excited when 
they realised what Ling Meng was doing. 

“Lemon's made the first move,’ said Commentator A, “which 
is in line with his usual aggressive style.” 

“I’m surprised that he set his sights on Banana though,’ said 
Commentator B. “Kids these days are fearless.” 

“Well, he probably realised that since he can’t beat any one 
of them, he might as well go after the strongest player and have 
some fun while he’s at it.” 

Commentator B nodded. “Lucky for him, Banana’s base is 


the nearest one to him.” 


“That's right.” 
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Ling Meng had planned on a discreet infiltration. To his 
surprise, there was not a single enemy unit in sight. His forces 
sauntered right into Banana’s base instead of sneaking in as he 
had intended. Something smelled fishy. 

“Seriously? Seriously? Seriously?” Commentator A kept 
repeating himself while steadily raising his voice. “Did you see 
that? Did you see that?” 

Commentator B laughed. He couldn't believe his eyes either. 
“Bananas sent his units away and left the gates wide open for 
the enemy. Is it a trap? Is he trying to lure Lemon right into his 
lair?” 

“That seems needlessly unnecessary. Besides, they’re still in 
the early stages of the game. Banana doesn’t have the numbers to 
have Lemon’s troops surrounded completely.” 

“You're right. So, why’s he doing this? Is he trying to conserve 
his forces?” 

The commentators started guessing what Ba Nana’ true in- 
tentions were. Meanwhile, Ling Meng was equally bewildered. 

“Nobody's home,’ he finally said after searching the base 
twice, utterly flummoxed. 

“Maybe he’s out wreaking havoc like you.” 

“Without leaving a single unit behind to defend his base?” 
Not even Ling Meng, who lived for such chaos, would do 
something like that. “Isn’t he worried that someone will tear his 
whole base down?” 

And that was exactly what Ling Meng did, activating the 
base’s auto defences. Ling Meng didn’t have enough units to deal 
any substantial damage, so he withdrew his troops after dealing 


a few hits. Commentator A was incredulous. 
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“I’ve commentated for over a hundred matches. This is the 
first time I see a player send a dozen basic infantry units to an 
enemy base within the first ten minutes of the game. You just 
can’t predict what Lemon Daddy might do.” 

Commentator B smiled. “He ran into a few problems 
though. Firstly, Banana didn’t try to defend his base. Secondly, 
his allies didn’t bother to send any reinforcements to help him 
out. There's nothing Lemon can do if nobody’s willing to play.” 

“Tt’s clear that Lemon has no idea what to do next. His enemy 
has literally rolled out the red carpet for him. What are you sup- 
posed to do? Destroy his buildings? What if it’s a trap?” 

“I'm convinced that it’s a trap.” 

“Lemons units just went past Bananas turret, activating its 
auto attack. Two of Lemon’s units with low HP just got killed. 
Now, Bananas gonna...” 

“Sell the turret?” blurted out Commentator B. 

Commentator A looked equally flabbergasted. “Did Banana 
just sell off his turret? Is this some kind of novel strategy that 
we've never heard of ?” 

Meanwhile, Ling Meng’s cursor hovered on the base. He had 
planned on braving the turret’s auto attack and attacking it with 
his forces, but before he could do anything, he found himself 
staring at a turret-less base. The camera zoomed in and got a 
closeup of his bewildered face. 

“I give up,’ said Commentator A. “Do you have any idea 
what's going on?” 

“Not at all” replied Commentator B. “I guess that’s the leg- 
endary Banana for you. We mere mortals wouldn’t know what's 


going on inside his head.” 
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The camera zoomed in on Team Fruits’ coach who was 
watching with a grin. 

“Someone should tell Team Fruits’ coach that he’s got a 
clown in his team,” joked one of the commentators. 

“A clown that’s commanding a ridiculously high pay.” 

“Maybe Team Fruits aren’t taking this seriously at all. They 
think they can clown around and still end up beating their op- 
ponent.” 

“T might believe that if it were some other player, but not Ba- 
nana. He’s not that lame.” 

“Then, I don’t know, this must be some kind of strategic 
play?” 

“I guess that’s the only explanation we ve got.” 

Ling Meng’s units lingered outside Banana’s base for a few 
minutes before retreating back to his own. Ling Meng had been 
prepared for a crushing defeat. In the end, he only lost two in- 
fantry units. 

“Why are you back?” Man Guoding asked while checking the 
progress of his teammate’s levelling up. 

“He’s too good. I have no idea what he’s planning,” Ling 
Meng replied. 

The camera shifted to another player after Ling Meng with- 
drew his troops. This time, it set its sights on Avocado and Pine- 
apple. They had managed a successful misdirection, destroying 
Team Live Streamers’ power station after leading their reinforce- 
ments to another location. 

“That strategy looks familiar,’ Ling Meng said. 

“You did that the last time we played against them.” 


“They really know how to hold a grudge.” 
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Team Live Streamers were currently losing. Man Guoding 
decided to stop focusing on building his forces. He told Ling 
Meng to cover him as he mounted an ultra long-distance attack, 
blasting Cherry's barracks until they were barely standing. Ling 
Meng’s spaceship swooped in next, raining ammunition on the 
building until it collapsed. Everyone stared at the screen and 
watched as Cherry shook his head and sighed. The commenta- 
tors started discussing Man Guoding’s manoeuvre. 

“Many players call Mangosteen a walking, talking calculator. 
I used to think that he keeps a calculator next to his computer 
while playing Galaxy Legends.” 

“A calculator that helps him plot Cartesian coordinates and 
curves?” 

“It’s just a joke. But seriously, Mangosteen’s got amazing aim. 
Look at the series of attacks just now. If it were me, I would’ve 
missed even if I were ten grids closer to my target.” 

“I might be able to achieve a 50% hit rate if I were twenty 
grids closer to the target.” 

“Everyone's scared of opponents who excel at long-distance 
attacks in tournaments, and rightfully so. They can hit you, but 
you can’t hit them. Plus, they'd be long gone before you could 
catch up to them. You're basically caught in a bind.” 

“Yup. There’s no way out of that.” 

“With Lemon playing vanguard and covering him, Mango- 
steen’s basically invincible. It helps that Lemon’s a really aggres- 
sive player who's not afraid to go on the offensive.” 

“He'd take on anyone even if it ends up killing him.” 

“That's right.” 


“It also helps that they've been teaming up for a long time. 
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Their teamwork’s flawless.” 

“Back to the match. Mangosteen and Lemon have set their 
sights on Lychee. Meanwhile, the remaining members of Team 
Live Streamers have gone on the defensive and are guarding 
their space stations with their lives. It appears that the team’s 
split itself into two, with two on attack and the remaining three 
on defence.” 

Team Fruits weren't going to let their opponents have it easy. 
All five players ganged up on the three members of Team Live 
Streamers guarding their bases and nearly took one down. If 
reinforcements hadn’t arrived in time, Team Live Streamers 
would’ve been down one member. 

“They're just too good.” Ling Meng’s legs were jittering with 
excitement. “Give me ten years, and I still wouldn't be as good 
as they are.” 

“Are you getting the jitters?” 

“What?” Ling Meng stared at his legs. “No, I’m thrilled!” 

“Gonna go stir some shit?” 

“Heck yes!” 

The audience watched gleefully as Man Guoding and Ling 
Meng made their move. Since there was little point in trying 
to defend their bases, they decided there and then that the best 
defence was offence. The duo engaged in several skirmishes with 
Team Fruits. Despite the multiple ambushes that Team Fruits 
attempted to stage, they always managed to escape. 

“We're real lucky to witness several excellent manoeuvres,” 
said Commentator A. 

“That's right. We got to see how Mangosteen and Lemon 


gave Team Fruits the slip. The duo took turns alternating be- 
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tween running away and setting up teleportation portals for 
each other and managed to escape Avocado’s pursuit in that 
manner. Just think of the number of games they must've played 
together in order to reach that level of teamwork!” 

“Avocado’s a nightmare to his opponents. He particularly 
excels in pursuing enemy units. Just take a look at the skills he’s 
chosen. They all involve intercepting and immobilising his op- 
ponents. The units he’s chosen to train are also units with the 
fastest movement.” 

“Well, he’s no nightmare to the catfishing duo.” 

“The cameras on Avocado now. Look at that smile on his 
face.” 

“It’s a smile of pure exasperation. He can’t catch up to Man- 
gosteen and Lemon, and there’s nothing he can do about it.” 

“Back to Team Live Streamers. Lemon Daddy’s taken his 
headphones off and is whispering in Mangod’s ear. What is he 
saying? Anyone in the audience know how to read lips? Come 
on, raise your hand.” 

They had no idea what Ling Meng said. All they saw was a 
beaming Man Guoding reaching out to tousle Ling Meng’s hair. 
Ling Meng didn’t try to dodge Man Guoding’s hand. It was ob- 
vious that they were used to such intimate gestures. 

“Hey, man. Stop flexing in front of us single losers. You sure 
the audience wants to see that?” 

“We do!” screamed the audience. 

The commentators found themselves momentarily speech- 
less. “You guys are the worst.” 

“Yeah, we are!” 


“Look, Banana’s finally deployed his units! He’s been quiet 
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during the first half of the game. Was he secretly building up his 
forces?” 

“Maybe that’s his strategy.” 

“His first target's Streamer E. Three of Team Fruits’ members 
had ganged up on Streamer E previously. His base’s HP is nearly 
down to zero. As expected, Banana’s aerial units took the base 
down in a single attack.” 

“Team Fruits are mounting a joint attack. Are they planning 
on taking everyone down? Streamer D’s base is in serious danger 
right now.” 

“Mangosteen has taken down Lychee’s base in a one-for-one 
swap. Team Live Streamers keep to their 2-to-3 formation while 
Team Fruits go all out on the offensive. Their defences are paper 
thin now.” 

“Streamer D is down. The team are concentrating their de- 
fences on Streamer C’s base now. Let’s see how long he lasts.” 

“Seriously, now that Team Fruits has gone 100% on the of- 
fensive, they're really running through the other team’s defences 
like a hot knife on butter. At this point, Team Live Streamers are 
just delaying the inevitable and buying the catfishing duo more 
time to get them a better final score.” 

“Team Fruits wouldn’t be so playful if this were a match in 
an actual professional tournament. We should be thankful that 
we got to see a different side of the team in this friendly match 
today.’ 

“Back to the match. Streamer C’s and Pineapple’s bases blew 
up at the same time. Team Fruits is leading by one base.” 

“It’s five players versus two players on the offensive. That'll 


definitely affect their progress. Honestly, Mangosteen and Lem- 
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on are doing a real good job trying to catch up.” 

“That's right. I suppose Lemon's base is next. Hold on, what's 
Banana doing?” 

“Banana’s attacked Lemon's secondary base. Why’s he target- 
ing a backup base when Lemon’s main base is virtually defence- 
less?” 

“When a backup base is destroyed, the main base gets an im- 
penetrable shield that lasts for ninety seconds. Banana’s going to 
end up protecting Lemon’s base and buying Team Live Stream- 
ers an extra ninety seconds.” Commentator A shook his head. 
“This doesn’t seem like an amateurish mistake that someone like 
Banana-sama would make.” 

“Maybe he’s still clowning around.” 

“So, he’s been clowning around the whole time?” 

“Yup.” 

“Maybe he’s actually a spy working for Lemon Daddy.” 

“Ladies and gentlemen, we’ve been watching an exciting 
match with four versus six players all along.” 

“What's he trying to do?” Ling Meng was probably the most 
bewildered of them all. 

“Maybe he honestly believes that he can still beat us even if 
he lets us have that extra ninety seconds.” 

“I'd be so pissed if someone else were to do this, but this is 
Banana we're talking about. He's really, really good. Just look at 
what he’s doing!” 

The large screen switched to a view of Ba Nana losing his tail 
while sending bullets the way of his pursuers while a smaller 
window on the screen showed the blurred flurry of motions that 


Ba Nana's hand made as he moved his mouse at lightning speed. 
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“That’s Guava'’s move. He knows how to do it too.” 

“Honestly, his manoeuvres look really familiar.” 

Man Guoding’s base finally got destroyed. Team Fruits 
turned their sights on Ling Meng’s base next. It was completely 
surrounded by enemy units waiting for the shield to go down. 
Meanwhile, Team Fruits still had two bases and a space station 
with full HP. 

While Team Fruits had gone easy on Team Live Streamers, 
the latter did manage to destroy three of their bases, which was 
decent. The two commentators sighed in relief. They had been 
worried that Team Live Streamers would be severely outclassed 
and that the game would end too quickly. 

Regardless, everyone knew how the match would end. Team 
Fruits sent their spaceships out and formed an aerial formation 
that spelt “GG”. Team Live Streamers had a quick word with 
one another before Ling Meng took to the keyboard. The others 
followed in quick succession as they typed the same message 
that ended the match. 

You're too OP uwu~ 

Ling Meng’s infamous words electrified the audience. The 
audience cheered loudly, their voices accompanied by deafening 
applause and shrill whistling. The friendly match ended in a 
most cordial manner. 

The players shook hands again after the game. When Ba 
Nana walked up to Ling Meng, the latter mumbled an abashed 
“thanks”. Before he could ask Ba Nana anything, the young man 
was sent off to be interviewed alongside Team Fruits’ vice-cap- 
tain, Che Rui. 


“I heard that you guys ran into Lemon and Mangosteen 
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during a casual match and lost. Is that true?” 

Che Rui laughed. “You can be straight with us. The video of 
us losing has gone viral online. I’ve watched it a few times my- 
self” 

“What happened? Did you guys go easy on them?” 

“Nope, we didn’t,” Che Rui said firmly. “The other team was 
really strong. We did our best. But that’s the beauty of esports. 
You never know if you can win the match.” 

“Do you feel like you've gotten your revenge by winning the 
match today?” 

“Hey, that’s not the case at all. We had a friendly game today, 
and we had fun during both matches.” 

“Now, Banana, it’s quite obvious that you went easy on the 
other team today. What were you trying to do?” 

“Nothing, Ba Nana answered a question for once. “They're 
not pros after all.” 

In other words, he had gone easy on them because they were 
just casual players. 

“Out of the five streamers, who do you think performed the 
best? Who's the best player of them all?” 

“Man...” Ba Nana trailed off in uncertainty. 

“Mangosteen?” the journalist said helpfully. 

“Yes.” 

“Few players get to have their skills recognised by Banana. 
Team Fruits will be going up against Team Veggies next. What’s 
the likelihood of you beating them?” 

“One in two.” 

“That’s what he says every time he gets asked that,” Che Rui 
added. He was clearly hinting at the journalists that they should 
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stop asking such questions, because they would never get an 
honest answer out of Ba Nana. 

The journalist asked a few more questions about their train- 
ing for the tournament before ending the interview with some- 
thing light-hearted. 

“Could you tell us what other hobbies or interests you have 
besides esports, Banana?” 

Ba Nana didn’t say anything. Che Rui had to struggle to keep 
the grin off his face as he answered on Ba Nana’ behalf. 

“Our captain’s only passion is gaming. Be it during training or 
during breaks, he’s always gaming. I never see him do anything 
else. Recently, however, he’s gotten into watching live streams. 
He follows a particular streamer religiously and has sent several 
gifts.” 

“Is that true?” The journalist’s eyes lit up with curiosity. 
“Can you tell us who that live streamer is? Is the person a game 
streamer?” 

“They're an entertainment streamer, Ba Nana replied. 

“What drew you to that particular streamer?” 

Ba Nana mulled over the question. 

“Well? he said slowly. “He's kinda funny.” 

“We've never seen him laugh while watching though,’ Che 


Rui muttered softly and shrugged. 


Ling Meng and Man Guoding had just escaped from a ses- 
sion with their fans, arms overflowing with gifts. Ling Meng’s 
were filled with snacks and toys, while Man Guoding’s with 
love letters and snacks as well. The love letters upset Ling Meng. 


Why hadn't he got any? He was still griping about the love let- 
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ters when he saw Ba Nana in the distance. The young man was 
making his way towards Ling Meng. That was when Ling Meng 
remembered that he had a question he wanted to ask the guy. 

“I want to know why he went easy on me.” Ling Meng put 
his gifts away. Before he could approach Ba Nana, the latter had 
walked up to him and shoved a notebook and a pen into Ling 
Meng’s hands. 

Ling Meng stared at them. “What's this?” 

“Autograph, Ba Nana said brusquely. 

“You want an autograph?” 

“Yes.” 

“Whose autograph?” 

“Yours.” 

Ling Meng gawked at Ba Nana for a long moment before 
turning towards Man Guoding with an imploring look in his 
eyes. Man Guoding simply shrugged. 

“You want my autograph,’ Ling Meng said, just to be sure. 

“Yes.” 

“Why?” 

“Tm a fan.” 

Ling Meng’s eyes widened. 

“I’m Guava,’ Ba Nana said. 

Ling Meng’s jaw dropped. 

“Guava’s your secondary account?” 

“Yes.” 

Ling Meng’s eyes were the size of saucers. “I’ve got a mango- 
steen pretending to be a mango and now a banana pretending to 
be a guava? What’s wrong with you guys?” 


“I’m not pretending.” Man Guoding tousled Ling Meng’s 


-260- 


Streaming ((e)) 
Chapter 06 


hair. “Not my fault that Galaxy Legends players are too lazy to 
type out my handle.” 

“I didn’t pretend to be anything either. I would've told you if 
youd asked.” 

“That's a lie! I did ask you!” 

“When?” 

“The first time we went up against each other in the game.’ 

Ba Nana thought really hard about it. “I don’t remember.’ 

Ling Meng rolled his eyes. He knew this would happen. 

Ling Meng flipped open the notebook that Ba Nana had 
handed him. What message should he leave for the guy? Simply 
signing the notebook didn’t seem enough. Ling Meng remem- 
bered then that it was Ba Nana's birthday today. He started writ- 
ing then stopped. It didn’t seem right to address the message to 
Guava. 

“Who should I address my message to? Guava? Banana?” 

“Whichever you prefer.” 

All right, then. Ling Meng continued writing. 

“To Guava, happy 18° birthday! Congratulations, you're an 
adult now. From Lemon.” 

“Are you sure you're alright with this birthday present?” Ling 
Meng scratched his head. “Do you have any other birthday 
wishes?” 

Ba Nana stared at the birthday message that Ling Meng had 
written to him before shutting the book. It was hard to tell if he 
was happy or upset about the message. “You sure I can ask for 
one?” 

“Well, Pll try my best to make it happen.” 


Ba Nana was quiet for a long moment before he finally spoke. 
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“Don't take such long hiatuses from streaming.” 

“Alright, Pl try my best.” 

“Mengmeng’s living in the dorm. He can't always stream, 
Man Guoding said out of the blue. “But it'll get easier when he 
moves in with me next term.” 

Ling Meng gaped at Man Guoding. He had agreed to no 
such thing. 

Ba Nana finally turned his attention away from Ling Meng 
and towards Man Guoding. “Wanna go pro?” 

Man Guoding and Ling Meng fell silent. 

“Don't you have anything else to say to me?” 

“If we end up as teammates, we could talk strategy.” 

Man Guoding smiled politely. “Sorry, I’m not interested.” 

Ba Nana turned towards Ling Meng. “How about you? You 
interested in becoming our team mascot?” 

“Are you serious about that?” Ling Meng asked. 

Ba Nana nodded. 

Team Fruits’ mascot? Ling Meng considered the offer. It 
didn’t sound like a bad idea at all. 

Man Guoding ruffled Ling Meng’s hair again. “I’m sorry, but 
Mengmeng’s got to juggle his studies and live streaming. I don’t 
think he’s got time to be a team mascot too.” 

Ba Nana stared at Man Guoding’s hand, which was still on 
Ling Meng’s head. The sight seemed to annoy him. He sighed 
softly. “You only got an advantage because you're in the same 
university.” 

Ling Meng had no idea what Man Guoding and Ba Nana 
were going on about. He concluded that Ba Nana was just upset 


that he didn’t get the chance to attend university. “Are you in- 
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terested in attending university? I heard some universities offer. 
programmes on esports. You could try applying.” 

“I’m not,’ Ba Nana said immediately. “I hate studying.” 

“Okay...” 

“Lemon Daddy!” The conversation was disrupted by a sud- 
den yell. The trio turned their heads towards its source. 

“Lemon Daddy, I’m a huge fan!” Pan Apo, also known as 
Pineapple, bounded towards Ling Meng. The other members of 
Team Fruits could be seen trailing behind him. 

“I know. You're Pan Apo. I know who you are.” Ling Meng 
still couldn't believe that two members of Team Fruits were his 
fans. 

“We spend our evenings watching your live streams. Even our 
coach watches it with us. Youd better not skip a day! When you 
do, our captain gets so mad, he forces us to go online and play 
Galaxy Legends with him.” 

Ling Meng had no idea what to say. Somehow, he felt a little 
embarrassed for Ba Nana. 

“Are you gonna watch our match later? With you watching, 
our captain might just outdo himself and beat Team Vegetables 
all on his own.” 

Ling Meng and Man Guoding had intended to watch the 
match. Before he could say a word, Pan Apo added, “Let’s go for 
barbecue and celebrate Ba Nana's birthday after the match. He'll 
be so thrilled if you come.” 

Ling Meng looked at Ba Nana. 

Ba Nana stared back at him. 

“He doesn’t look very thrilled to me.” 


Pan Apo glanced at Ba Nana. 
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“Are you kidding? He’s obviously over the moon.” 


Ling Meng and Man Guoding caused a slight commotion 
when they appeared in the VIP zone in the front. Ling Meng 
waved to the spectators behind him, sending his fans, who were 
clutching his signs, abuzz with excitement. Many of them in- 
stantly regretted not getting better seats. 

A photo of Ling Meng and Man Guoding seated in the VIP 
zone was tagged with the official tournament tags and posted 
on social media. Several members of the audience also managed 
to snap pictures of the pair laughing merrily and whispering into 
each other’s ear. The Mango Lemonade shippers wouldn't stop 
talking about how they were going to get diabetes from all the 
public displays of affection. 

“Help. The couple that | ship keeps showing off how 
much they're into each other.” 

The odds for the match between Team Fruits and Team 
Veggies shown on the ofhcial betting platform was 1.35 : 2.15. 
Obviously, more people believed that the reigning champions 
would win. Ling Meng claimed the free credits and put every- 
thing on Team Fruits. Man Guoding split his credits between 
the two teams, placing a lion’s share on the contender. 

“I didn’t know you were a fan of Team Veggies,’ Ling Meng 
exclaimed in surprise. 

“Honestly, I don’t think they’re gonna win, but I’ve got to 
show some support for the family,” Man Guoding wasn’t trying 
to put Team Veggies down—teams that managed to get into 
professional tournaments were all competent teams. Unfortu- 


nately, the team struggled whenever they faced Team Fruits’ par- 
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ticular gameplay. Their current official record against the latter 
was zero to three. 

Ling Meng’s ears perked up when he heard the last word. 
“Does that mean youre related to someone in Team Veggies?” 

Just then, the main members of Team Veggies walked on 
stage. The tall guy at the front bore some resemblance to Man 
Guoding. Knowing Man Guoding too well, Ling Meng was sure 
he had the right guy. He pointed. “It’s him, isn’t it?” 

Man Guoding nodded. “He goes by Yam, but his real name 
is Yan Mu. He’s my cousin. He’s not from around here, but he 
moved in with my family after he joined the training camp. He’s 
the reason why I don’t want to go pro. I’ve seen how he trains. 
It’s pure torture.” 

Ling Meng seemed to have missed Man Guoding’s main 
point. “I thought you couldn’t go pro because of your condi- 
tion?” 

“Erm, that’s also one of the reasons why I don’t wanna go 
pro.” 

Ling Meng seemed impressed. “I didn’t know you've got a pro 
gamer in your family. The gaming gene must run in your family. 
I mean, Guava keeps trying to recruit you too.” 

Man Guoding frowned. “It’s hardly a blessing. Mu’s kinda the 
reason why my younger brother aspires to go into esports.” 

“You've got a younger brother? How many siblings do you 
have?” 

“You seem eager to get to know my family even though we're 
not even married yet.” 

“Keep your mind out of the gutter,’ Ling Meng warned. 


“How does that count as lewd?” Man Guoding protested. “It’s 
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“What's wrong with going pro?” 

“Nothing. My brother’s too young though. He’s still in mid- 
dle school. I don’t think he should rush into decisions like that.” 

“He’s just a kid?” Ling Meng said in surprise. He had assumed 
Man Guoding’s younger brother would at least be in university, 
considering that Man Guoding himself was going to graduate 
from one soon. 

“T'm eight years older, so we don’t really have a common lan- 
guage. Shaking his head, Man Guoding displayed a rare expres- 
sion of frustration. “He gets along really well with Mu though.” 

Ling Meng had fans of his in Team Fruits, but Man 
Guoding’s cousin was in Team Veggies. He had no idea which 
team to cheer for. 

The match started. Team Fruits was assigned to the Empire 
faction and Team Veggies to the Federation faction. The solemn 
faces of the players were projected onto the large screen. It was 
night and day compared to the friendly ambience this morning. 
Ling Meng clutched his phone nervously. 

@Lemon: live at the first match of the tournament. its 
team fruits vs team veggies [Live venue.jpg] 

@FanA: wasn't the first match team fruits vs you? 

@FanB: who do u think is gonna win, mengmeng? 

@Fanc: whose odds are better, lemon daddy? 

Ling Meng replied to the commenters who addressed him 
as Lemon Daddy and ignored the ones who called him Meng- 
meng. 

@Lemon: team fruits got higher odds. but who knows? 


team veggies might have come up with a specific strategy 
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@FanD: banana-sama never loses a game [Ba Nana.jpg] 

@Lemon: he’s really really good 

@FanE: r u saying that cos he went easy on u this morn- 
ing? 

@Lemon: he still won. doesn’t that prove how good he 
really is? 

@FaneE: sure [whatever you say daddy.gif] 

@FanF: if we're talking about looks, captain yam might 
just beat banana [yan mu.jpg] 

@Lemon: ur right. he’s kinda cute 

@FanG: think of mangod, mengmeng! don’t fall for the 
wiles of another man! 

Ling Meng rolled his eyes. He had commented on how cute 
Yan Mu was precisely because of Man Guoding’s connection. 
The guy was Man Guoding’s cousin, after all. He couldn't possi- 
bly look ugly. 

Meanwhile, Man Guoding was online as well. 

@Mangosteen: my dear mengmeng is right 

Ling Meng rolled his eyes again. By agreeing that Yan Mu 
was cute, Man Guoding was suggesting that he too, as Yan Mus 
cousin, must be cute as well. How shameless! 

@FanH: how could u side with him when he’s swooning 
over another guy? don’t you have any pride? 

@Lemon: there’s no correlation between skills and Looks. 
otherwise, @Mangosteen would’ve won the championship 
aeons ago! 

@Fanl: love is indeed blind. i see your top fan has come 


online, mangod 
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@Lemon: im not blind. im laying out the facts 

Man Guoding stared at the smug look on Ling Meng’s face as 
the latter sang praises about him. He couldn’t stop himself from 
pinching Ling Meng’s cheek. The match was still in its early 
stages. The bored director caught what Man Guoding was doing 
and deftly cut the camera to the VIP zone. Due to the angle of 
the camera shot, it looked as if Man Guoding was caressing Ling 
Meng’s face. The audience started cheering. Ling Meng looked 
up. His dazed look was caught right on camera. 

“There are always people out there who don't believe that all 
Galaxy Legends players are destined to remain single and try to 
challenge the fates,” the commentator said jokingly. 

Ling Meng realised the commentator was talking about him. 
He hastily leaned away from Man Guoding and jerked upright, 
putting considerable distance between the two of them. 

“You should watch what you're doing. They’ve got cameras 
everywhere,’ Ling Meng whispered to Man Guoding. 

Man Guoding reached out discreetly, hooked his little finger 
around Ling Meng’s and interlocked their hands. Ling Meng 
almost yanked his hand back before realising that everything 
below his chest was out of frame, so nobody would have realised 
what Man Guoding was doing. He decided to let Man Guoding 
keep holding his hand. It felt exhilarating that they were playing 
hooky in public. 

The commentator could tell something was going on by the 
smile on Ling Meng’s face, but he couldn’ figure out what it 
was. He ended up teasing Ling Meng for a short while longer 
before turning his attention back to the match. 


Team Fruits finally showed what they were truly capable of. 
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Their coach was a middle-aged guy who looked like he knew his 
stuff. He wouldn’t stop barking out orders as he stood behind 
Ba Nana and Che Rui. Meanwhile, Team Veggies’ coach simply 
strolled up and down the aisle behind the players, holding onto 
a file. 

Meanwhile, Ling Meng was discussing the match with fans 
online. As the match got more intense, he forgot all about his 
phone and found himself focusing fully on the match, unable to 
look away. 

“Honestly, your cousin's really good.” His APM, the speed 
of his responses, and his skills were top notch. He could easily 
stand shoulder to shoulder with the best in the national server. 

“He was among the top twenty when he joined the training 
camp. He started as a backup and quickly became a main mem- 
ber. When they restructured the team, he was made team cap- 
tain.” 

“It’s too bad that the guy he’s going up against is Guava.” Ling 
Meng honestly felt bad for Yan Mu, and it wasn’t only because 
he was Man Guoding’s cousin. Ba Nana was an esports prodigy. 
He didn’t seem to have any weaknesses when it came to gaming. 
Ling Meng wasn’t sure if Pan Apo had spoken the truth about 
how his presence would affect Ba Nana's performance, but the 
latter was playing better than usual. It was as if the game was 
rigged against Team Veggies. The crowd gasped in awe whenever 
the screen cut to a closeup of Ba Nana’s left hand. 

“It doesn’t matter if I were single and kept training for an- 
other thirty years. I would never be able to achieve that kind of 
APM.” 


“T think you've missed your chance.” 
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Ling Meng gave Man Guoding a sideward glance. “You gon- 
na say something NC17 again?” 

“Don't worry, this is still safe for work.” 

Team Veggies was being utterly thrashed. This was a rare oc- 
currence in professional tournaments. Ling Meng had a feeling 
the team had lost their will to fight. The successive losses of their 
bases had caused them to descend into complete disarray. Yan 
Mu surrendered before the space station was taken down. 

On the other side of the arena, everyone except Ba Nana rose 
from their seats and exchanged high fives with one another. The 
camera remained on Ba Nana, the MVP of the entire match. 
The commentator went on excitedly about his performance 
today, noting that Ba Nana had just proven that there was still 
room for improvement and growth for the player. 

Team Veggies looked devastated. Yan Mu had buried his head 
into his arms. Ling Meng could sense how distraught he was 
through the thick glass that separated the spectators from the 
players. Ling Meng felt a sense of affection for the guy because 
he was Man Guoding’s cousin and that only made him feel 
worse for him. The elated and saddened players of both teams 
walked out of their playing areas and exchanged handshakes 
with one another. 

Man Guoding rose to his feet and gave Ling Meng a pat on 
the shoulder. “I’m going to go see how he’s doing.” 

“Okay.” 

Ling Meng remained in his seat and watched Lai Qi’s inter- 
view. He was glad that Ba Nana had won, but he just couldn't 
forget how crestfallen Yan Mu had looked when his team had 
lost. Pan Apo came looking for him so that they could head off 
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for barbecue. That was when Ling Meng realised how long Man 
Guoding had been away. 

“Give me a minute. I'll go look for Man Guoding.” 

Ling Meng used his VIP pass to sneak into Team Veg- 
gies’ dressing room backstage. Everyone had left except Man 
Guoding and Yan Mu. The latter was seated with his back 
towards Ling Meng. His arms were wrapped around Man 
Guoding’s waist and his face buried in Man Guoding’s stom- 
ach. He was a tall guy, but he looked so small and helpless. Man 
Guoding had his palm on his back as if he were trying to com- 
fort him. Ling Meng felt an inexplicable surge of sorrow swell 
within him as he looked at Yan Mu. It must be because the guy 
was related to Man Guoding. It didn’t help that he bore some 
physical semblance to Man Guoding as well. It was so easy to 
mistake them for each other. Ling Meng took a step back. Man 
Guoding caught him standing at the door and gestured for him 
to wait outside. Ling Meng walked out. Man Guoding emerged 
from the room moments later. 

“Is he okay?” 

Man Guoding shook his head. “He’s in a bad state. He told 
me that he’s thinking of quitting.” 

Ling Meng hadn't expected Yan Mu to be so affected by a sin- 
gle match. 

“This is their fourth time losing to Team Fruits. I understand 
how he feels. He feels hopeless.” 

“Maybe you should stick around and keep him company.” 

“No, he needs to be alone right now.” 

Man Guoding seemed to be coping with the situation. Ling 


Meng, on the other hand, felt a little upset. They made their way 
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to the stairwell. There was nobody around. Ling Meng threw 
his arms around Man Guoding suddenly and hugged him from 
behind. It was as if he was seeking solace from Man Guoding. 

“What's up with you?” Man Guoding asked in confusion. 

“I'm so glad that you're not a pro gamer, Ling Meng said, his 
voice muffled against Man Guoding’s back. “It’s nice when you 
win, but what happens when you lose a match? It would kill me 
to see you as upset as Yan Mu is right now.” 

Man Guoding laughed softly. Ling Meng wasn’t wrong. He 
had kissed his monitor out of sheer elation when Man Guoding 
had won a match. If Man Guoding had been the one who lost 
the match today, Ling Meng might actually burst out wailing. 
Man Guoding found him so adorable right now. He looked 
around and saw there was nobody else. He pressed Ling Meng 
against the wall and started kissing him. He didn’t stop until the 
frown on Ling Meng’s face eased away. 

“I would’ve done my very best so that I don’t disappoint you. 
You wanna improve your APM?” Man Guoding whispered sug- 
gestively into Ling Meng’s ear. “I could help you...” 

Ling Meng giggled and punched Man Guoding gently. “Get 
your mind out of the gutter.” 

“Lemon.” Ba Nana's voice rang loudly from the entrance of 
the stairwell. Ling Meng nearly died of fright there and then. 

“Guava? I didn’t see you there.” 

Ba Nana’ gaze landed on the two of them. He stared at the 
intimate pose that they were in. 

“Are you joining us for barbecue?” he asked slowly. 

Ling Meng glared at Man Guoding in embarrassment. “Yes.” 


“Let's go then. Everyone's waiting for you guys.’ 
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“Sorry to keep everyone waiting.” Ling Meng tugged at Man 
Guoding’s wrist as he made his way towards Ba Nana, who 
turned around and started walking. After a few seconds, Ba 
Nana stopped in his tracks and turned around. 

“Who's Yam to you?” 

Man Guoding froze in surprise. He had no idea how Ba Nana 
knew that he knew Yan Mu. It didn’t matter though. It wasn’t as 
if he was trying to keep their relationship a secret. 

“He's my cousin.” 

“Is that why you refuse to join Team Fruits?” 

“It’s got nothing to do with that.” 

Ba Nana nodded. “Glad to hear that.” 

Ling Meng couldn't help but feel Ba Nana’s slight fixation 
with Man Guoding. He seemed more upset about the possibili- 
ty of Man Guoding joining another team than his refusal to join 
Team Fruits. 

“Don't worry. I’m not going to join Team Fruits or Team 
Veggies. I’ve signed a deal with Kat-Fu to be a full-time game 
streamer after I graduate, Man Guoding said. Ba Nana's per- 
sistent recruitment must be driving him up the wall. That ex- 
plained why he was going to the trouble of explaining himself to 
him. 

“You're graduating soon?” Ba Nana seemed more concerned 
about the fact that Man Guoding’s graduating soon than his 
lack of interest in going pro. 

“That’s right.” 

Ba Nana turned a considering gaze towards Ling Meng. “I 
see. 


Ling Meng stared back at him in bewilderment. What was 
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going on? What had he got to do with Ba Nana’s attempt to re- 


cruit Man Guoding? 


Ling Meng ended up breaking his promise. He did not live 
stream that day, and the fans were not happy at all. 

@FanA: how could you take a break from live stream- 
ing on day 1 of the tournament? think about the fans who 
couldn't attend the event and see you in person! now, they 
can’t even see you online! 

While waiting for the food to be done, Ling Meng checked 
his socials and tried to appease his protesting fans. 

@Lemon: sorry, guys. im celebrating guava’s birthday 
with him today [bbq.jpg] 

He snapped a photo of the meat on the grill and posted it to 
prove that he was indeed out. 

@FanB: omg is that what you get when you gift cat- 
yards? you can get lemon daddy to celebrate your birthday 
with you? i should’ve done the same then! 

@FancC: aren’t you a food streamer? shouldn’t you be 
live streaming yourself eating? 

@FanD: we demand a live stream right now! we wanna 
see guava! 

The rest soon noticed how Ling Meng was glued to his 
phone. 

“Hey, Lemon Daddy, are the fans clamouring for a live 
stream? You could just live stream us barbecuing.” 

“Seriously?” Ling Meng didn’t expect Pan Apo to suggest 
that. 


“T’ve never been on your live stream. This is a great chance for 
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everyone to get to know me.” 

“But, Ling Meng said uncertainly as he looked at Ba Nana, 
“they'll find out who Guava is.” 

“That’s fine with me,’ Ba Nana said coolly. 

“Our captain doesn’t care if people know that he’s Guava,” 
Pan Apo said as he tried to convince Ling Meng to live stream 
their party. “Come on, let’s start the stream.” 

Ling Meng, the infamous foodie and Kat-Fu live streamer, 
had gone against his word by not live streaming when he had 
promised to. Now, he was telling his fans that he was going to 
live stream when he had said minutes ago that he wasn’t going 
to. Nobody should trust him anymore. Nevertheless, viewers 
logged on in droves. That included Man Guoding’s fans as well. 
They knew very well that the only reason that Man Guoding 
wasnt live streaming now was because he was with Ling Meng. 
The first wave of viewers who joined the session was greeted not 
by Ling Meng or Man Guoding, but by the sight of an excited 
Pan Apo waving around a pair of tongs. 

“Hey, guys, I’m Pineapple!” 

“This guy looks familiar” 

“Yes, he does” 

“| agree, man” 

“Hold on a sec. Why's Pineapple on Lemon Daddy's live 
stream?” 

“That's because I’m having barbecue with Team Fruits,” Ling 
Meng said as he finally popped into the frame. He shifted away, 
revealing the rest of Team Fruits and Man Guoding, who was 
placing a piece of grilled meat on Ling Meng’s plate. 


Man Guoding’s fans flooded the channel with danmu in- 
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stantly. 

“Omg that piece of meat that mangod just put on that 
plate? that’s mine now!” 

“It's mine! Nobody's gonna take that away from me!” 

“| feel so sorry for mangod’s female fans. ladies, it’s obvi- 
ously for lemon daday. that’s his plate.” 

The rest of the viewers were blown away by the fact that Ling 
Meng was having barbecue with Team Fruits. 

“Why is mengmeng having bbq with team fruits? are they 
friends now?” 

“Is this a ploy to make mengmeng pay for their defeat at his 
hands? they're gonna get him drunk and do naughty things to 
him, aren't they?” 

“Hold on, guys. Mengmeng wasn't going to livestream be- 
cause he was celebrating Guava’'s birthday with him. Who 
else in Team Fruits is also celebrating his birthday today?” 

“Are you guys talking about Guava? He’s seated right oppo- 
site me.” Ling Meng turned his phone around. Ba Nanas profile 
popped into the frame. He was calmly separating the lamb from 
the ribs. This was Ling Meng’s chance to blow everyone's minds 
away after he had had his blown away earlier today. “Surprise! 
You guys didn’t expect this, did ya?” 

“Whut. Are you telling me that Banana is Guava?” 

“Banana is secretly Lemon Daddy’s fan? This is unbeliev- 
able.” 

“Did you guys watch the interview after the friendly match 
today? Cherry spilt the tea and said that Banana got into an 
entertainment streamer recently. He mustve been talking 


about Lemon Daddy!” 
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“Nobody can resist the charms of Mengmeng!” 

“Breaking news: Banana goes easy on Team Live Stream- 
ers and thrashed Team Veggies on Day 1 of the Tournament. 
You ll never believe why...” 

Ling Meng had underestimated how popular Team Fruits, 
especially Ba Nana, was. Every member of Team Fruits had 
their own live streaming channel. However, Ba Nana never live 
streamed. His fans had to live with only seeing glimpses of him 
on the other members’ channels. They weren't going to miss 
out on this rare opportunity to see their idol. Countless view- 
ers flocked to Kat-Fu to get a good look at Ba Nana and Man 
Guoding. 

Ling Meng’s live stream hit a record of a million online view- 
ers. The figures caught the Kat-Fu team’s attention too. Unbe- 
knownst to Ling Meng, his live stream video was displayed on 
the main page of the website. This caught the eye of other Kat- 
Fu viewers, who clicked on the video out of curiosity. Among 
them were many who didn’t play Galaxy Legends. 

“Ok, | have no idea why we're watching a bunch of guys 
eat, but some of them are really hot. Especially the second 
guy on the right.” 

“It's too late. He's dating the first guy on the right [smiles]” 

“How about the first guy on the left?” 

“You gotta ask everyone here for permission first [smiles]” 

“Here’s a short 101 to our new friends who just joined the 
live stream. We've got the Galaxy Legends team who's ranked 
first in the national server and their coach as well as two top 
Galaxy Legends streamers with us here.” 


“omg just look at this stellar cast. we've got banana, man- 


-277- 


@eYyou're. 


god, team fruits and lemon daddy. i'd pay to squat under that 
table!” 

“is the restaurant hiring servers? i know my way around a 
grill.” 

“Hire me! | know how to grill and start a fire!” 

“Lemon Daddy, did you know that Guava was Banana all 
along?” 

“Nope. I suspected that he might be a pro gamer, but I didn’t 
expect him to be Ba Nana.” 

“How did Banana get into Lemon Daddy's live streams? 
Was he impressed by the way Lemon Daddy plays?” 

“That's a question I’ve been meaning to ask too.” Ling Meng 
was dying to know the answer. 

“He saw the video of you commentating on his match with 
Mangod and went looking for your live stream channel,” Che 
Rui said. “He asked me to teach him how to add funds to his 
account. 

“You must be joking,’ Ling Meng said in astonishment. He 
simply couldn't believe it. 

“Tt was entertaining, watching you sing and eat, Ba Nana said 
without looking away from his plate. “You look funny when you 
get upset.” 

“So, it’s got nothing to do with the game?” 

Ba Nana finally looked up. He looked slightly confused. “You 
have fun even though you're not very good, which is kinda in- 
spiring. That’s about it.” 

Ling Meng stared at Ba Nana dumbly. Was that a compli- 
ment? It sounded like a compliment. He was going to take it as 


one. 
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The viewers had gone crazy from Ba Nana's comment. 

“Banana sure has his own way of complimenting some- 
one.” 

“A low APM? Fear not and carry on! Kat-Fu oughta award 
Lemon Daddy for being the most inspirational streamer of the 
year.” 

‘Just take a look at Mengmeng's face! That look on his face 
is fantastic!” 

“Lemon Daddy's finally met his daddy!” 

“Guys, we gotta put ourselves in Banana-sama’s shoes. No 
game streamer is gonna beat him at gaming. Luckily, Meng- 
meng knows how to stay positive!” 

Ling Meng turned and pouted at Man Guoding. “Should 
I seriously consider becoming an entertainment streamer in- 
stead?” 

Everyone online started chattering gleefully. 

“Aww, Lemon Daddy, don't sulk!” 

“| think there’s been a terrible misunderstanding. You don't 
have to think about becoming an entertainment streamer. 
You're already one.” 

“He’s seeking comfort from Mangod after having his ego 
bruised by Banana. | suppose that’s why Mangod is Lemon 
Daddy’s top cheerleader in the whole wide world.” 

“Just keep doing what you're doing now.” Man Guoding 
placed more ribs on Ling Meng’s plate. “You can be both a game 
and entertainment streamer. Honestly, I think you're a good 
Galaxy Legends player as long as you don’t try and compare 
yourself with the likes of Ba Nana.” 

“Really?” Ling Meng asked. The ribs on his plate somewhat 
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“You look cute. People will watch your live stream no matter 
what you do.” 

“Mangod'’s such a great bf.” 

“Dear God, plz gimme a bf who's just like Mangod.” 

“Banana might be better at gaming, but Mangod’s a 10/10 
when it comes to cheering someone up. You should learn a 
few tricks from Mangod, Banana, if you want to get yourself a 
boyfriend *coughs*lemon daddy*coughs.” 

“Excuse me, Mango Lemonade is canon. Can Team Guava 
Lemonade stop stirring shit?” 

The subject of the original discussion had been completely 
derailed. 

Everyone steadily warmed up to one another after a few 
rounds of drinks. When you got a whole bunch of gamers 
together, the conversation wasn't going to stray far from gam- 
ing. This was the first time in his life that Ba Nana had drunk 
alcohol. As the birthday boy, he was the recipient of countless 
toasts. After several glasses, he started staring at his feet silently. 
Honestly, it was no different from how he usually behaved. 

Pressured by the online viewers, the gang played a round 
of Werewolf. Ling Meng was assigned the role of the prophet. 
Unfortunately, nobody believed his words. Man Guoding was 
the only one who trusted him. The comfort that Ling Meng 
got from that lasted until it was revealed that Man Guoding 
was a werewolf and was swiftly replaced by the sting of betrayal. 
Countless comments consoling Ling Meng flooded the channel. 

Ling Meng was up for another round. It was then that Man 


Guoding got a call. A sober look fell over his face after he an- 
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swered it. 

“I have something to attend to. I need to go.” 

“Tl come with you.” Ling Meng had no idea what was go- 
ing on, but judging from the look on Man Guoding’s face, it 
couldn't be good. 

The two of them said a hasty goodbye then grabbed a taxi to 
a bar three kilometres away. Ling Meng walked into the bar and 
saw Yan Mu slumped over the counter. He was utterly drunk. 

“You shouldn’t have left him alone,” Ling Meng said as he 
helped Man Guoding grab Yan Mu and pull him up. “What 
should we do now?” 

“Team Veggies’ training camp is nearby. Let’s take him back 
there.” 

Man Guoding had gone to the training camp to hand some 
stuff to Yan Mu before, but he had never stepped inside. Yan 
Mu’s teammates had no idea that they were cousins. Everyone at 
the training camp was shocked when they saw their drunk cap- 
tain escorted back to the camp by the famous Mangod himself. 

“Mangod? Lemon Daddy? You guys know our captain?” 

“He’s my cousin, Man Guoding said curtly. This really wasn’t 
the time and place to talk about this. “Where is his room? I'll 
take him to it.” 

“Okay, follow me.” 

With the help of Yan Mu’s teammates, Ling Meng and Man 
Guoding brought Yan Mu to his room. This was the first time 
Ling Meng had stepped into the dormitory of a professional 
gamer. There was a twin bed with some simple furnishings and 
Galaxy Legends merchandise lining the shelves. Ling Meng 


took a look at the merchandise while Man Guoding went to 
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the bathroom to get some water. After a few minutes, he heard 
something behind him. He turned around. Yan Mu had sat up 
on his bed. 

“Oh, you're up. You should lie down.” He rushed over to Yan 
Mu. He didn’t expect Yan Mu to grab his arm suddenly with a 
vice-like grip. 

“Guoding,” Yan Mu mumbled. 

Ling Meng realised he had been mistaken for Man Guoding. 
“I’m not Guoding. You should lie down.” 

Yan Mu ignored him. “Guoding, I’m a shitty gamer.” 

“You're not. You're amazing at what you do, Ling Meng said 
earnestly. If Yan Mu was a shitty gamer, what would that make 
him, the guy who had fun even though he wasn’t very good? 
Yan Mu started mumbling unintelligibly to himself. All Ling 
Meng caught were snippets of “shitty”, “shouldn’t have gone 
pro” and “should’ve been a streamer like you”. A guy who was 
over 1.8 metres tall was clutching Ling Meng’s arm tightly and 
crying. Ling Meng didn’t know what to do with himself. He 
remembered what Man Guoding had done earlier in the day to 
comfort Yan Mu and placed his palm on Yan Mu’s back. After 
some time, the guy finally calmed down. 

That was the sight that Man Guoding was greeted with when 
he finally returned to Yan Mu's room. He set down what he was 
holding and hurried over to the bed. It took a great deal of ef- 
fort before they finally got Yan Mu to lie back down. Ling Meng 
ended up with dark red imprints of Yan Mu’s hands on his arm. 
Man Guoding wetted:a towel and started gently wiping Yan 
Mu’s face. “He’s under a lot of stress. I don’t think I’ve told you 


this, but his family doesn’t approve of him going into esports.” 


-282- 


Streaming ((e)) 
Chapter 06 


“T didn’t know that.” 

“He ran away from home so that he could join the training 
camp. He’s not talking to his parents now. He really wants to 
win the championship so that he can prove himself to them.” 

Ling Meng understood what Yan Mu was going through. 
Unfortunately, life wasn’t that easy. There could only be one 
champion. 

They left Yan Mu’s room after he fell asleep. The rest of Team 
Veggies were waiting in the hall. The atmosphere felt nothing 
like the cheery atmosphere of Ba Nana’ birthday celebration. It 
was obvious that Team Veggies was still trying to come to grips 
with the fact that Yan Mu and Man Guoding were cousins. 

It was late, and Man Guoding decided not to overstay his 
welcome. He asked Team Veggies to keep an eye on Yan Mu be- 
fore leaving with Ling Meng. 

It was dark when they left. Ling Meng snapped a shot of the 
gates to Team Veggies’ training camp and posted it alongside the 
comment, “While some are rejoicing, others mourn.” 

Fans online tried to guess what was going on. First, it was 
barbecue with Team Fruits. Next, it was a visit to Team Veggies’ 
training camp. Was Ling Meng some double agent in disguise? 

Ling Meng stared hard at the night sky glittering with stars 
after checking his phone. He was seriously reconsidering his life 
choices. 

“It’s late. The gates to the dormitories must be locked by now. 
What should we do?” 

“T’ve got a bold proposition.” 

Ling Meng flushed instantly. Thank God it was too dark for 


anyone to notice it. 
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“Is your mind in the gutter again? You need any help getting 
it out?” 

“I was thinking that we could spend the night at a cyberca- 
fé,” Man Guoding finally said after he had his fun teasing Ling 
Meng. “What were you thinking?” 

Ling Meng realised he had just been had by Man Guoding. In 
a moment of annoyance, he leaned over and bit Man Guoding’s 
neck. 

“Hey, watch it, Twilight. You might sparkle pretty, but that 
doesn’t mean you can go around biting necks.” 

They wrapped their arms around and clung tightly onto each 
other as they started to kiss and caress each other in the open, 
under the dark cloak of the night, away from the eyes of pass- 
ersby. Man Guoding ended up getting Ling Meng onto his back 
and carrying him to a cybercafé, whose owner was clearly an as- 
tute businessman. He also ran the hotel on the first floor of the 
same building. 

“Should we get a room on the ground floor?” Man Guoding 
asked pointedly when he already knew the answer to his ques- 
tion. Both of them were hotblooded young men who had had a 
couple of drinks. The heat of Ling Meng’s body seared into his 
back, alongside a certain firmness that told him exactly what 
Ling Meng wanted. 

Ling Meng nibbled at Man Guoding’s ear gently. “Let’s get a 
room on the first floor.” 

As soon as they stumbled into the hotel room, Ling Meng 
found himself pressed against the door. Man Guoding began 
peppering his neck and face with kisses. They had been forced 


to keep their hands to each other during the journey from the 
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lobby to the elevator and then to the room, which had been un- 
bearable. 

Ling Meng couldn’t stop himself from observing the room 
anxiously while he was being kissed. 

“Check out the ceiling at your 11 o'clock. Do you think that’s 
acamera?” 

Man Guoding paused and threw the corner a look. “It’s the 
fire sprinkler.” 

“How about that thing on the TV, at your 3 o'clock?” 

Man Guoding kissed Ling Meng on the lips, effectively shut- 
ting him up. After a long moment, he leaned away. “That's the 
AV receiver. Will you stop worrying now?” 

Ling Meng chuckled abashedly when he realised what was 
happening. He was doing it again. 

Man Guoding pressed his forehead against Ling Meng’s and 
reached out to unbutton Ling Meng’s shirt. Ling Meng had no 
idea what he was supposed to do at the moment. He looked 
down and stared at Man Guoding’s hand. A few days ago, 
someone had posted closeups of the most photogenic hands of 
pro Galaxy Legends gamers and streamers. Many female fans 
had gone crazy over the photos, and the post had gone viral. 
Ling Meng had recognised Man Guoding’s hands at a single 
glance. Those very same hands, with their long, slender fingers, 
were now unbuttoning his shirt in an unhurried manner. Man 
Guoding left the last button on, slipping his hand underneath 
Ling Meng’s shirt and touching flushed skin. Ling Meng shiv- 
ered and laughed softly. 

“That tickles.” 

He was lying. He wasn’t that ticklish. Man Guoding knew. 
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He pinched Ling Meng’s nipple gently. Ling Meng never 
knew that part of his body could be used for anything until this 
moment. A shock of electricity snaked down his spine and sent 
him shuddering. He buried his face in Man Guoding’s neck 
and clung tightly onto the other young man as Man Guoding’s 
hands began to wander. 

“Just imagine the danmu,’ Man Guoding whispered into 
Ling Meng’s ear after teasing every part of Ling Meng’s body 
with his clever hands. His words piqued the cat’s curiosity. Ling 
Meng looked up, revealing flushed cheeks and a curious look in 
his eyes. 

“What danmu?” 

“Breaking news! Lemon Daddy, Galaxy Legends player who 
screwed everyone in-game checks into a hotel and is exposed as 
a... 

Ling Meng knew when he was being teased. He had to 
prove that he was no prudish virgin. He started tugging at Man 
Guoding’s clothes. Unfortunately, he didn’t manage to remove 
any of them. Instead, he found himself being pressed into the 
bed. Man Guoding’s fingers lingered on the right side of Ling 
Meng’s waist. The wound from the surgery had healed com- 
pletely, leaving a faint bumpy strip on his skin. Man Guoding 
caressed the scar gently. It tickled. 

“Does it still hurt?” Man Guoding whispered in Ling Meng’s 
ear. 

“No.” Ling Meng twisted awkwardly in Man Guoding’s em- 
brace. “That really tickles.” 


The scorching breaths on Ling Meng’s ear went away. Ling 
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Meng felt something wet take the place of Man Guoding’s fin- 
gers. He started twisting harder in Man Guoding’s arms. He fi- 
nally burst into a fit of giggles. “Stop licking it. It really tickles!” 

Man Guoding ignored Ling Meng’s pleas, pressing him hard- 
er into the bed as he continued tasting Ling Meng’s smooth 
skin with his tongue. Ling Meng finally stopped squirming. His 
hands were like hot irons on Man Guoding’s shoulders. His 
chest moved up and down as he panted heavily. After a long 
moment, Man Guoding pulled himself up and hovered over 
Ling Meng, who threw all caution and shame to the wind and 
responded to Man Guoding’s kiss enthusiastically. His eyes flut- 
tered shut as he basked himself in Man Guoding’s familiar scent. 
Man Guoding’s hand started wandering down Ling Meng’s 
length as he sucked hard on Ling Meng’s tongue. 

Ling Meng had to give it to himself as his mind began to 
wander. Man Guoding’s hands were ranked one of the most 
beautiful hands in Galaxy Legends, and now his body knew inti- 
mately the touch of those hands. Man Guoding’s fans might just 
skin him and turn his skin into a collectible. 

“A penny for your thoughts?” Man Guoding stopped his 
administrations when he realised that Ling Meng was stifling 
his giggles. Ling Meng had no intention of sharing his thoughts 
though. 

“Why didn’t you turn off the lights?” 

“I’ve got a firefly who sparkles. It doesn’t really matter if 
the lights stay on or off?” Man Guoding said. Nevertheless, he 
turned the lights off and left the lamp on the bedside table on. 
The faint glow from the lamp illuminated the bed, casting a soft 


light on them. Man Guoding’s hand crept south. Ling Meng let 


-287- 


eYou're. 
Too OP/= 
out a soft moan. 

“T could feel this burning through the back of my shirt just 
now. Must have been tough on you, holding it in for so long.” 

Ling Meng pretended that he wasn’t flushing hotly and re- 
torted, “Well, you know guys. We’re always up and ready.” 

Man Guoding snickered. “Oh, really? Let’s find out how up 
and ready you are.” 

Ling Meng’s hand shot out and caught Man Guoding’s wrist 
before he could go any further. After a long moment, he finally 
spoke. 

“No NC17 stuff.” 

Man Guoding laughed out loud. He found himself seized 
with a sudden urge to wreck Ling Meng. 

“That’s not Lemon Daddy’s style at all.” 

Ling Meng snapped his mouth shut. The grip on Man 
Guoding’s wrist remained firm. 

Man Guoding supposed he could let him off for now. He 
kissed Ling Meng’s cheek tenderly. “Don’t worry, your base is 
safe today.” 

Ling Meng loosened his grip on Man Guoding’s wrist. Man 
Guoding’s hand wandered across Ling Meng’s waist and thighs 
slowly. Ling Meng’s eyes were shut tight. He could feel Man 
Guoding’s fingers dragging across the thin fabric of his under- 
wear. A dark, wet spot began to grow in the front of his boxers. 
Man Guoding pressed his fingers lightly into the centre of the 
spot and started rubbing it tenderly. 

Man Guoding’s hellish pace was driving Ling Meng crazy. 
He thrusted his waist upwards, as if imploring Man Guoding to 


get on with it. Man Guoding finally slipped his hand into Ling 
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Meng’s boxers and wrapped his fingers around Ling Meng’s 
cock. Ling Meng shuddered violently as another shock of elec- 
tricity shivered down his spine. He found his mind wandering 
as he sank into a warm sea of pleasure under Man Guoding’s 
administrations. Now that Man Guoding had touched his dick, 
what would that mean for the fans who exchanged handshakes 
with Man Guoding in the future? Wouldn't it mean that they 
were also indirectly touching... 

Ling Meng stopped himself before he could go further. He 
was going to pretend that he had never thought of that in the 
first place. 

Man Guoding couldn't read Ling Meng’s mind, but judging 
from the soft moans and mewls that Ling Meng was making, he 
must be enjoying himself. 

“Does it feel good?” he asked softly. 

“Yeah...” 

“You gonna come soon?” 

“Yeah...” 

Man Guoding sped up. Ling Meng found himself torn be- 
tween the urge to widen his legs and clamp them shut. He obvi- 
ously had no idea what he should be doing. 

“A penny for your thoughts?” 

Ling Meng opened his eyes. There was a dazed look on his 
face. “I can’t believe a guy with an APM of over 350 is giving me 
a hand job.” 

“Ts it faster than what you're used to?” 

“Hey, I’ve got a decent APM.” 

Ling Meng started yanking at the sheets in an attempt to dis- 


tract himself and delay the inevitable. He used to be able to take 
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his own sweet time when it was just him and his right hand. 
Why couldn't he control himself from coming so quickly when 
it was someone else at the wheel? 

Man Guoding knew exactly what Ling Meng was trying to 
do. He didn’t say a word as he switched up the angle of his grip 
and the speed his hand was moving so that Ling Meng could 
enjoy the ride as long as possible. The constant shifts drove Ling 
Meng crazy. One moment, he would be shuddering from a sud- 
den burst of speed and the next, his hips would be undulating 
and begging for more as Man Guoding’s hand slowed down to a 
snail's crawl. 

“Enjoying the ride?” Man Guoding asked playfully. 

“Is this supposed to be a rollercoaster?” Ling Meng gasped as 
he panted. 

“One that ends with a splash and gets you all wet.” 

Ling Meng didn’t say anything. He couldn't. All he could 
do was pant and gasp and hang on for dear life. Man Guoding 
leaned forward, trapped his mouth in a kiss and swallowed 
whatever air he still had left in his lungs. Ling Meng moaned 
in protest. His mewls died after Man Guoding’s other hand 
reached up and started playing with his sensitive nipple. He 
grabbed Man Guoding’s arm as he trembled, his fingers tighten- 
ing and loosening their vice-like hold in turns. The rollercoaster 
of a ride sent Ling Meng cresting wave upon wave of desire un- 
til he finally reached a climax. The final plunge sent the waves 
splashing in a spill of white. 

Man Guoding wiggled his wet fingers naughtily in front of 
Ling Meng. “Any final sendoff from Lemon Daddy?” 


“Daddy’s done his best. It’s an honour to die at the hands of 
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Mangod.” 

He tried and failed to find the tissue box on the bedside ta- 
ble. The hotel really could do with some service upgrades. Man 
Guoding ended up getting out of bed. He found some tissue, 
wiped his hands and laid back down next to Ling Meng. Then, 
he turned around and stared at Ling Meng. Their faces were 
millimetres apart from each other. “TI think I should be reward- 
ed for the hard work that I’ve just put in.” 

Ling Meng gave Man Guoding a loud smack on the cheek 
before poking him in the chest twice. “Five stars.” 

Man Guoding hugged Ling Meng then grabbed Ling Meng’s 
hand and placed it between his legs. “Is it my turn to have a taste 
of how fast you go?” 

If only Ling Meng could be as practised as Man Guoding 
had been. But alas, no matter how hard he worked at it, Man 
Guoding’s hard cock refused to come. 

“I don’t know how youre doing this, but you must be cheat- 
ing,” Ling Meng whined. 

“Well, you know guys. We can stay up and ready for a long 
time.” 

Ling Meng pinched Man Guoding hardly. Seriously, Man 
Guoding shouldn't be so smug when someone else was holding 
his balls. 

Man Guoding decided that this won't do at all. He flipped 
the two of them over and started stroking Ling Meng again 
while slipping his own cock between Ling Meng’s thighs and 
thrusting gently. Alarm bells started ringing in Ling Meng’s 
head. 


“Hey, no attacks on the base! That's what we agreed on.” 
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“Tm just testing the tower’s defences.” Man Guoding contin- 
ued thrusting against Ling Meng’s thighs. Ling Meng started 
panting softly. After some time, he no longer cared where Man 
Guoding’s dick was anymore. 

As he approached another climax, Ling Meng turned around 
and kissed Man Guoding hard. 

Man Guoding’s eyes glittered like the stars after he came. He 

was clearly ready for another go. “Another round?” 

“Did you pepper your grilled meats with Viagra just now?” 

“Tt was just one round.” 

“Excuse me, I went two rounds already.” 

“A third round before we call it quits?” 

“No.” 

Man Guoding seemed disappointed. “I wanted to try the 
other positions in the pictures.” 

“What pictures?” 

“The fanart that the fans posted. Didn’t they tag you?” 

Of course, they did. Ling Meng hadn’t expected Man 
Guoding to actually go look at them after being notified that he 
had been tagged. 

“Nope, I’m beat. The ride ends here.” 

Man Guoding realised that Ling Meng was truly exhausted. 
He sighed and tousled Ling Meng’s hair before wrapping his 
arms around Ling Meng. 

“Time for bed then. We’ve got plenty of time.” 

They had plenty of time indeed. Ling Meng yawned. Before 
he dozed off, he made a note to block the fan artists online who 


had been posting smutty fanart of him and Man Guoding. 
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he first thing that Ling Meng did after waking up was to 
Tee his phone while lying in bed. The Galaxy Legends 
community was flooded with news of what had happened yes- 
terday. 

“Streamer gets caught cheating while livestreaming by his 
girlfriend” 

“Veteran team defeated by rookie team on day 1 of the tour- 
nament 

“Shocking news! Banana is Guava and a Lemon Daddy fan!” 

“Team Veggies agent reveals that Yam and Mangod are re- 
lated” 

Yan Mu’s account was flooded by critics who blamed Team 
Veggies’ defeat on him. It was just a regular match, but now, 
people were demanding that he quit the team or be stripped of 
his captaincy. Such comments appeared to be everywhere on- 
line. An outraged Ling Meng was in the middle of an argument 
with a troll when he felt Man Guoding’s arms around him tight- 
en. He turned around and was greeted by a bright and bushy- 
tailed Man Guoding and eyes filled with fondness. 
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“Morning.” 

“Morning. You shouldn’t get into fights with these guys,’ 
Man Guoding said. “It’s pointless.” 

“But they’re such unreasonable jerks. You can’t blame Yan 
Mu for the team’s loss.” 

“It’s his job as a pro gamer to deal with the criticism. These 
guys will be the same people singing his praises when the team 
wins.” 

Man Guoding took away Ling Meng’s phone and went for 
another round again. After all, they were already up and ready 
first thing in the morning. After that, he dragged Ling Meng out 


of bed and into the shower. 


The hotel was located near Team Veggies’ training camp, so 
Ling Meng and Man Guoding decided to drop by and check up 
on Yan Mu after they checked out of the hotel. The other mem- 
bers of Team Veggies seemed to have gotten comfortable with 
the fact that Man Guoding was Yan Mu's cousin and didn’t look 
as surprised to see him there. Yan Mu was still feeling down and 
suffering from a hangover. He felt bad for having mistaken Ling 
Meng as Man Guoding, clutching onto the guy, and crying like 
a drunken baby last night and was ready to offer his apologies. 

“Don't worry about it. Man Guoding’s told me about you. 
Don't be too hard on yourself. Honestly, I think you're a great 
gamer, Ling Meng said. After a moment's thought, he contin- 
ued. “Ignore the trolls. You've still got plenty of fans who sup- 
port you. I’ve gotten it worse than you have, and I didn’t have 
anyone who had my back then. But I’m still around, aren’t I?” 


Yan Mu was clearly tickled. “Of course. You're the Lemon 
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Daddy who took on the entire server.” 

“He’s going to get a big head if you don’t stop,’ Man Guoding 
warned his cousin. 

“You never stop singing his praises during your streams. 
You're really not in the position to tell me to stop. You really 
think I don’t watch your streams?” 

Ling Meng had always assumed that watching amateur 
gamers live stream was something that was beneath pro gamers. 
He had no idea that both Team Fruits and Team Veggies were 
regular viewers of his channel. He almost wanted to dig himself 
a grave when Team Fruits’ coach had called him “Lemon Dad- 
dy” teasingly. 

He pushed Man Guoding out of the room after telling him 
that Yan Mu needed his rest then turned around and stared at 
Yan Mu awkwardly, as if he wasn’t sure if he should speak his 
mind. 

“When you grabbed me and started crying yesterday, I felt 
really bad for you. I think it’s because you look a lot like Man 
Guoding. At that moment, I almost thought that you were 
him.” Ling Meng scratched his head as he floundered for words. 
He privately cursed himself for his lack of eloquence when it 
came to comforting others. He didn’t face the same problem 
when he was issuing his final sendoffs. “I know you're not him, 
but just like how Man Guoding means a lot to me, there must 
be somebody out there whom you mean the world to. Some- 
body who feels awful when they see you drowning your sorrows 
after losing a match.” 

Yan Mu froze momentarily before he understood what Ling 


Meng was trying to tell him. 
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“I know what you're trying to say. I won't let those who care 
about me down again.” 

Ling Meng smiled. He was glad that Yan Mu got his message. 

“Alright then. Well, all the best for your team and solo 
matches.” 

He turned around and made his way towards the door. That 
was when he heard a soft, “Thanks. All the best for your rela- 
tionship.” 

He stumbled and nearly fell. 

“Hey!” 

“I knew it as soon as I saw the live streams. You guys weren't 
doing it for the fans.” 

“Erm.” 

“Man Guoding isn’t the sort of guy who queerbaits to get 
more fans.” A look of pride entered Yan Mu’s eyes when he 
started talking about his cousin. “I knew he was talking about 
you when he made that post about stars. He admitted it when I 
asked him about it. He told me then that you were straight.” 

“Well, I am kinda straight,’ Ling Meng retorted weakly. 

“It doesn’t matter. What matters is that you love each other.” 

That was deep. Ling Meng decided he should leave this young 
man with some wise words as well. “Promise me that you'll fo- 
cus on your training and spend less time watching your cousin’s 
NC17 live streams.” 

Yan Mu nodded firmly with a look of self-confidence and 
certainty in his eyes. Gone was the distraught young man who 
had wept in Ling Meng’s arms last night. 

“Don’t worry about me. I’m quite OP myself too.” 


Ling Meng rolled his eyes. Being lame must have run in the 
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His night with Man Guoding had opened a whole new world 
to him. Man Guoding’s APM of 350 taught him that there was 
something more enjoyable than gaming. They couldn't keep 
their hands off each other for the next few days. 

Summer break arrived. As a senior graduating soon, Man 
Guoding had received a notification from the school to vacate 
his dormitory room quite some time ago. Meanwhile, Ling 
Meng couldn't put off going home any longer. He missed his 
mother and the food at home. He didn’t miss the traffic though. 
He had grown used to the civility of drivers and pedestrians in 
Hushuo and forgotten to watch where he was going. As soon 
as he got off the train, he, alongside his luggage, was nearly 
dragged off his feet by a bus that sped right past him. 

“I was almost knocked down by a bus!” Ling Meng whined 
in a voice message to Man Guoding. “The bus drivers here think 
they're F1 racers or something!” 

“Watch where you're going,’ Man Guoding chided gently. 
“Don't look at your phone when you're crossing the road.” 

“I want to show you the place where I grew up.” Ling Meng 
sent photos to Man Guoding every once in a while. “This is 
where I attended middle school, and this is where I attended 
high school. This is my primary school. This is the playground I 
used to go to as a kid.” 

Man Guoding went through the photos that told the story of 
Ling Meng’s childhood and youth and eventually found himself 
staring at a photo of a residential building with slightly dated 


architecture. 
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“This is my home!” Ling Meng said happily. 
“T’'m glad you're home. Have a good break.” 
“T can almost smell my mom’s cooking.” 
“Which floor is the flat on?” 
“The fifth!” 
Man Guoding snickered to himself. Ling Meng would need 


to have the nose of a dog to be able to smell his mom's cooking 


from the fifth floor. 


Ling Meng dragged his luggage behind him as he made his 
way up five flights of stairs. Summer break had started a week 
ago, but he had taken his sweet time to come home. He knew he 
was in for some stern words from his mother as soon as he got 
back. 

“My boy’s all grown up now. Look at him, staying out instead 
of coming home after he’s done with his exams.” 

Ling Meng immediately whipped out the presents he had 
bought for his mother to cheer her up. 

“I see someone’s really all grown up. Look at him, bringing 
presents back for his mother when he’s back for a visit.” 

There was no way Ling Meng was telling his mother that 
Man Guoding was the one who had bought the presents. He 
was simply charged with delivering them home. 

“A friend of mine bought these,” he muttered. “Let me know 
which is your favourite. They'll get more for you the next time I 
come back.” 

“Why would your friend buy me stuff? Is it a girlfriend?” 

Ling Meng gaped. He never knew his mother was that astute 


a woman! 
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“Is it not a girlfriend? Are you dating a guy then?” 

Ling Meng’s jaw dropped. 

Mrs Ling had been joking. Then she saw the look on her son’s ' 
face, and the smile on her lips fell away. “I know you've always 
been shy around girls, but that can’t be the reason why you went 
for a boy instead.” 

“It’s not like that, Mom. Hold on, I guess it does have some- 
thing to do with that. I can’t date girls if I blush whenever I have 
to talk to one,’ Ling Meng said as he tried to find an excuse to 
justify why he was dating a guy instead. 

“That's nonsense! You could be blushing because you're inter- 
ested in her.” 

“Well, I blush sometimes when I’m with him.” 

She finally realised the seriousness of the situation. Her son 
was willingly embarrassing himself for the sake of another guy. 
She knew how stubborn he could be. This was how he had al- 
ways been since he was a kid. The more his family tried to stop 
him from doing something, the more he kept to it. 


“Where’s he from? I want to meet him.” 


Ling Meng knew that his mother wasn’t going to budge on 
the matter. He had a few words with Man Guoding that day, 
and the latter immediately bought a plane ticket for the next 
day. They were going to see each other again after being apart 
for a few days. Unfortunately, this brought no joy to Ling Meng, 
who was panicking over the meeting. 

“Dont say anything stupid.” 

Man Guoding tousled Ling Meng’s hair. “I won’t. I know 


how to make a mother-in-law happy.’ 
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“She’s not your mother-in-law, asshole!” Ling Meng glared at 
Man Guoding and elbowed him in the gut. 

“Hey, mind your language.” 

Man Guoding dipped his head politely and introduced 
himself after entering the Lings’ home. Then he looked around. 
“Where's your mother?” 

Ling Meng stared at him in confusion. “You're looking at 
her.” 

Man Guoding seemed shocked. “You must be joking. I 
thought she was your sister.” 

Ling Meng rolled his eyes. He had to give it to Man Guoding. 
The guy could act and apparently, his mother fell for it—hook, 
line, and sinker. She warmed up to Man Guoding instantly and 
started asking him about his long flight, which must have been 
exhausting for him. Ling Meng couldn't help but roll his eyes 
again. 

“You could’ve saved him a trip then and saved him all that 
trouble.” 

“It’s no trouble at all,” Man Guoding said smoothly. 

If looks could kill, Ling Meng would be dead now. He got the 
message. Whatever, he was going to keep his mouth shut now. 
Honestly, he couldn't believe this. His mother was cooing over 
Man Guoding when her own son was standing right there! It 
didn’t help that Man Guoding was a good-looking guy. Even Mr 
Ling couldn’t help but point that out. 

“You're a good-looking guy.” 

“Tt’s how he makes a living,” Ling Meng bragged. His mother 
froze. 


“Are you an actor or a model?” 
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“Dont listen to him, Ma‘am. I just graduated. I worked part 
time in online education and commentary and plan to go into 
that fulltime now that I’ve graduated.” 

Ling Meng had no idea that was what you could call the job 
of a game streamer. You learn something new every day. 

Man Guoding took some time to explain to Ling Meng’s par- 
ents what a live streamer did exactly. After all, going online and 
live streaming yourself playing a game wouldn't sound like much 
of a proper job in the eyes of older folks like them. To convince 
them that it was indeed a proper profession, he had brought 
along his contract with Kat-Fu. Ling Meng had a feeling that 
Man Guoding might actually get away with a proposal if he also 
whipped out a deed. 

“And youre telling me that Mengmeng is also doing this?” 

“That’s right. He’s doing this part time though, like what I 
was doing before I graduated. It’s not going to affect his studies.” 

“You've been sharing emojis of my face. Those are screenshots 
that my viewers took during my live streams,’ Ling Meng said. 

“You're a handsome boy, Guoding. I can understand why 
someone would want to watch you do stuff online. Would any- 
one really watch Mengmeng’s live streams?” 

“You should have more faith in your own son!” Ling Meng 
retorted. 

Mr Ling also chided his wife gently. “He takes after you. Peo- 
ple are gonna wanna look!” 

Man Guoding watched quietly as the Lings conversed among 
themselves. He could sort of understand how Ling Meng had 
grown up to be such a cheerful, upbeat young man. 


Mrs Ling turned and whispered to her son with the contract 
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in hand. “Are these actually real papers? Did someone forge this 
contract? That is a huge sum of money.” 

“It’s legit. That’s what top streamers are getting paid.” 

“How about you?” 

“I'm not getting paid for this. Yet.” 

“It’s great when a young man has a proper job and is bringing 
home the bread, but that’s not what I’m concerned about. If I 
were the sort who cared about money, I would’ve married you 
off to Jack Ma.” 

Ling Meng stifled a cough. 

“Mengmeng is just like you. He isn’t stingy with money ei- 
ther. Whenever I buy him any presents, he always gets me some- 
thing in return. You've raised a great son.” 

“Ass licker,’ Ling Meng muttered under his breath. 

Man Guoding proved that he was indeed Ling Meng’s best 
cheerleader by singing praises of Ling Meng as well as his par- 
ents while being the very epitome of modesty when the subject 
of the conversation turned towards him. At the end of their 
chat, even an idiot could tell that Ling Meng’s parents were 
extremely pleased with what a catch Man Guoding was. In fact, 
they couldn’t wait to claim him as their own son. 

“You must be starving after the flight. Let’s go shopping for 
some groceries. I'll whip up a meal for you.” 

“Mum, you were the one who wanted to have a quick meal 
outside. That’s why you hadn't gone grocery shopping in the 
first place.” 

“Nothing beats a home cooked meal. You can put some clean 
sheets on the sofa bed in our study while I’m out.” 


“Mum, you were the one who wanted him to spend the night 
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at a hotel. I’ve already gotten him a room.” 

“We can’t let family spend the night at a hotel! Cancel the 
booking. Nothing beats home. The sofa bed may be a little 
small, but it’ll fit just fine. Come on, get to work!” 

Ling Meng was sent away to make the bed for Man Guoding. 
After he had finished, he found out that someone had added 
Man Guoding to the family’s group chat. Man Guoding was in 
the midst of sending his mother a new batch of his emojis. This 
should have been great news. Man Guoding was getting along 
splendidly with his family. But somehow, Ling Meng just felt 
dead inside. Imagine receiving reports of an incoming tornado. 
At the very last second, the tornado that was headed your way 
ended up heading elsewhere, and all this while, it wouldn't stop 
taunting you, “Wasn't that a thrill? Wasn't that fun?” 

Mrs Ling was busy downloading emojis. Man Guoding had 
a brief moment to wiggle his eyebrows at Ling Meng. It was al- 
most as if he were trying to say, “Look at how I’ve just won over 
your mother. That's how OP I am.” 


Ling Meng cursed inwardly. That smug dick. 


The summer break was the season for live streaming and 
when platforms got their highest viewership. To gain more 
views during the holidays, Kat-Fu had signed a deal with Man 
Guoding. Bound by contractual obligations, Man Guoding 
could only hang out with Ling Meng in the town during the day. 
When evening fell, he had to get back and work. 

Ling Meng lent Man Guoding the computer he had used 
during middle school days for work. It helped that they had a 


great internet connection at home. Unfortunately, there was no 
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camera. The faction of Man Guoding’s fans who were only in it 
for his looks wouldn't stop moaning about it. They demanded 
incessantly that Man Guoding turn his camera on. Meanwhile, 
the other faction of Man Guoding’s fans—those who were in it 
for his gameplay—snickered gleefully at the other fans. As vet- 
eran fans, they had lived through the days when Man Guoding 
didn’t turn on the camera during his live streams. 

This was also why nobody knew that Man Guoding was 
spending his summer break at Ling Meng’s place. They thought 
that Ling Meng had gone home for the break while Man 
Guoding was still in Hushuo. The infamous couple on Kat-Fu 
had been, albeit temporarily, torn apart, giving the single losers 
in the Galaxy Legends community a rest from their lovey-dovey 
bullshit. 

The summer tournament was taking place during the summer 
break. Watching and commentating on the exciting matches 
became a fixture of Man Guoding’s live stream session every 
evening. Viewers who were truly interested in gaming and loved 
watching esports tournaments would tune in even though Man 
Guoding didn’t turn his camera on. Fans of Lemon Daddy who 
missed Ling Meng also gathered every evening to watch Man 
Guoding’s live streams. 

During one of his sessions, Man Guoding instinctively turned 
around and caught Ling Meng lurking at the doorway, peeping 
into the room. He had a plate of fruits that his mother had lov- 
ingly prepared. His cheeks were stuffed full of fruits. He had 
obviously stolen a few slices a few moments ago. Ling Meng slid 
the door open slightly. When Man Guoding crooked his finger 


at Ling Meng, the latter slipped into the room and shut the 
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door behind him. 

Ling Meng walked up to the desk and found Man Guoding 
watching the match that Team Veggies had played that after- 
noon. The team was doing wonderfully this season. They hadn't 
lost a single match since their first defeat to Team Fruits on the 
first day of the tournament. Yan Mu literally carried the whole 
team. Most people had high hopes for them this season. 

Man Guoding reached out and pulled Ling Meng into his 
arms. Ling Meng had grown used to Man Guoding’s pervert- 
ed antics. He fell easily into Man Guoding’s lap, then started 
nibbling on the sliced fruits while watching the match. Man 
Guoding continued his commentary in an unruffled manner, 
unaffected by the warm body in his arms. His analysis of each 
player’s techniques and intentions and the match was flawless, 
drawing Ling Meng’s full attention. He didn’t even notice Man 
Guoding slipping his hand under his shirt. It was some time be- 
fore he realised that Man Guoding’s hand was caressing his bare 
skin. 

Ling Meng threw Man Guoding a warning look. The latter 
stopped. A few seconds later, the hand was travelling up and 
down the length of Ling Meng’s body again. Ling Meng raised 
his hand threateningly then dropped it suddenly, only to stop an 
inch above Man Guoding’s wandering hand. He couldn’t exactly 
hit him. A loud smack would draw attention from the viewers. 
What should’ve been violent smacks ended up being limp fan- 
ning. 

Man Guoding knew that Ling Meng wouldn't dare to do 
anything. He pinched Ling Meng’s nipples then started straying 


southwards. Ling Meng wasn’t going to let him do anything 
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outrageous. He held tightly onto his waistband. After two failed 
attempts, Man Guoding stopped trying. His hand wandered 
back to Ling Meng’s chest. As soon as Ling Meng’s arms shot up 
to protect his chest, Man Guoding slipped his hand into Ling 
Meng’s pants. 

Ling Meng realised that he had fallen for Man Guoding’s 
trap. It had been a distraction all along. As luck would have 
it, a player used the same tactic—one of the most commonly 
used tactics in Galaxy Legends, in fact—in the match at that 
moment. Man Guoding’s lips twitched into a grin as the word 
“distraction” left his lips. 

Ling Meng bared his teeth as he grabbed Man Guoding’s 
wrist to yank it out of his pants, but there was no way Man 
Guoding was letting that happen. He fondled Ling Meng’s 
thigh for a few seconds while fighting Ling Meng’s attempt 
to pull him out. The next moment, his hand snaked into Ling 
Meng’s underwear. 

In a fit of anger, Ling Meng sank his teeth into Man 
Guoding’s shoulder. Man Guoding grimaced but refused to let 
go. Despite clamping his thighs shut, Ling Meng couldn't stop 
his cock from stirring or himself from nearly yelping when Man 
Guoding wrapped his hand around his erect member. His pride 
was the only thing that made him swallow his scream. He knew 
how many viewers were watching the live stream. Not only did 
those crazy fans watch, they recorded it as well. He wouldn't 
be able to stick around in the Galaxy Legends community if he 
made a sound and the viewers found out what was going on. 

But he couldn't count on Man Guoding to not go too far 


just because he was live streaming. He had no idea how Man 
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Guoding was doing this. The guy was giving him a hand job 
while dissecting the match in a clinical fashion and doing great 
at both. Man Guoding droned on while Ling Meng shook like 
a leaf in his arms. Man Guoding might have been able to multi- 
task, but Ling Meng couldn’t. He couldn’t make sense of what 
Man Guoding was saying no matter how familiar the words 
sounded. Man Guoding’s touch was making him a shuddering 
mess. Ling Meng buried his face into Man Guoding’s chest. His 
moans became faint, muffled sobs that were too soft to be no- 
ticed. Unless the viewers had an ultra-powerful speaker, nobody 
was going to know that there was another person in the room 
with Man Guoding. 

Nobody but Ling Meng. Man Guoding’s brazen actions 
made him feel exposed and vulnerable. He found himself caught 
between trepidation and thrill. He hovered at the edge of cli- 
max—an edge he could not reach because of the fear of being 
caught. Ling Meng pressed his face harder into Man Guoding’s 
shirt. The lack of air was making him giddy with desire. He bit 
his trembling lips. His shoulders, too, were shaking. So were his 
curled toes. He was so close to the edge. When he finally cli- 
maxed, Ling Meng bit hard into the soft fabric of the shirt and 
dug his fingers deep into the other guy’s arms. That was the only 
thing that stopped him from moaning out loud. 

Man Guoding grabbed some tissue and wiped his wet fingers. 
Ling Meng’s mind had gone blank after coming. It took him 
a few moments to collect himself and direct a furious glare at 
Man Guoding. 

Was this punishment for calling him an NC17 streamer? 


What an ass. Calling him an NC17 streamer was going too easy 


-307- 


@You're . 
Too oO}? /an 


on him. He deserved names so much worse than that for what 
he had just done! 

Man Guoding pointed at his right arm, where a clear imprint 
of Ling Meng’s fingers was visible. In fact, Ling Meng had bro- 
ken his skin at one spot. It was as if he were saying, “Look, I’m 
not the only animal here. You're an animal too. We're both ani- 
mals.” 

All Ling Meng had to say was, and he did mouth it silently, 
“Well, you deserved it.” 

A few seconds later, he leaned down and blew softly on the 
bruise. Man Guoding pulled his head back with a smile and 
dropped a kiss on his damp temple. 

Man Guoding continued with his commentary while Ling 
Meng decided to stay where he was because his legs felt like 
jelly. He slumped lazily in Man Guoding’s arms and tried to 
smoothen the creased spot on Man Guoding’s shirt that he had 
created when he had bitten into it. After some time, waves of 
fatigue began to pull Ling Meng in. His eyelids began to grow 
heavier. The voice in his ear sounded like a soothing lullaby. He 
couldn’t stop the yawn from escaping him. 

A long moment passed before Man Guoding realised that 
Ling Meng wasn't moving at all. He looked down and was greet- 
ed with the sight of a drooling Ling Meng fast asleep. He looked 
ridiculous. 

“Now, Empire units excel in—” 

“You perverted streamer!” Ling Meng yelled suddenly. 

Man Guoding paused in confusion. His viewers were bewil- 
dered by the outburst as well. 


“Get your slimy paws off me!” Ling Meng yelled again. His 
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eyes were shut. 

Man Guoding stared dumbly at Ling Meng while his viewers 
wondered what the hell was going on. 

“Lemme tell you something. Daddy’s not some...” the words 
got lost in an unintelligible mumble as Ling Meng shifted in 
Man Guoding’s arms. 

Meanwhile, the channel was flooded with countless “???” 
from viewers. 

“Mengmeng dozed off. He’s talking in his sleep.” 

Man Guoding’s explanation was met with more “???”. He 
paused the video. “Hold on. Let me carry him to the bed.” 

A third round of “??2” in the channel ensued. 

“You're carrying him to the bed? Where was he a second 
ago?” 

“Are you just telling me that our NC17 streamer has been 
holding our PG streamer in his arms while live streaming all 
this while?” 

“Is that why you didn't turn on the camera?” 

“| guess there’s a reason he’s the top NC17 streamer on 
Kat-Fu” 

“Hey, I’m new and just joined the community a few days 
ago. | thought Mangod's a proper streamer. Why are you guys 
calling him a NC17 streamer? Who's this PG streamer that 
you're talking about?” 

Man Guoding placed Ling Meng in bed and tucked him 
in. The next second, Ling Meng kicked the sheets away before 
flipping over. He was sound asleep. Luckily, it was summer and 
warm enough for him to not need the sheets. Man Guoding 


walked back to his computer. The veteran fans were helpfully 
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giving the newbies a rundown of the romance between their 
NC17 streamer and PG streamer in the danmu. 

“Guys, I’m back. Let’s keep our voices down and get back to 
where we left off.” 

“Nobody's gonna do nothing.” 

“That's right. Not until you explain why Mengmeng is 
there.” 

“You really think keeping your voice down is gonna work? 
Why don't you turn on the camera and start signing instead?” 

“Shouldn't you guys be taking a break from each other 
during the summer break? Won't you spare a thought for us 
single losers?” 

“| was such an idiot for feeling sorry for Mangod bcuz | 
thought he was gonna miss lemon daddy so much over the 
summer break [smiles]” 

“Somebody should report this guy. He’s a con [smiles]” 

“TU eat my shoe if | watch another stream from either of u 
again [smiles] Now somebody passes me my trainers” 

“We didn’t lie to you guys. He’s home,’ Man Guoding said 
before pausing for a moment. “I’m kinda at his place now.” 

“| think the dmg the single losers out there just took was 
over 9000. RIP losers [smiles]” 

“What's this? Wasn't tormenting us with all ur PDA not 
enough? Are we supposed to stand by and watch you guys 
get down and dirty with each other now?” 

“They're fattening you up with those juicy sausages for 
slaughter.” 

“| don't like sausages. It’s too hot for me. | like my bananas.” 


“I hadn't planned on visiting. Something happened, and I 
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ended up doing it sooner than I'd planned to. Mengmeng’s par- 
ents are really nice. They didn’t give me a hard time at all.” 

“Hold on. You met his parents?” 

“Didn't they get together only recently?” 

“Guys, guys, listen. This isn't a race.” 

“When ru livestreaming the wedding?” 

“When are you live streaming the baby shower?” 

“Anybody still care about the fact that this is supposed to 
be a channel about gaming?” 

Forty minutes later, Ling Meng woke up. He stretched his 
limbs, flipped over, and saw Man Guoding still busy at work. 

Man Guoding glanced at him. “Hey. Come say ‘hi’ to every- 


one. 


Ling Meng stared dumbly back at him. 


“How could you lie to us about not staying under the same 
roof? You can't do whatever you want just because you're fa- 
mous! We demand justice!” 

This was the second time Ling Meng was bombarded with 
the same string of words by Man Guoding’s fans. It was as if he 
were reliving the terrible days of being flooded with comments 
of “You're too OP uwu’. Man Guoding’s fans really should do 
something about their vocabulary. The same phrase flooded 
Man Guoding’s channel over the next few days. Viewers who 
had missed the live stream went online to search for videos that 
would tell them what had triggered the avalanche of criticism, 
after which they quickly joined their comrades in dishing the 
same rebuke. 


Ling Meng tried to feign ignorance. Unfortunately, the fans 
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didn’t let up. He realised he had to offer some kind of explana- 
tion. 

“We didn’t lie to you guys. I went home as soon as summer 
break started. Okay, I didn’t. I went home a few days after the 
break started. 

“It happened really quickly. Nobody expected it. My mum 
was real sharp and realised I was dating someone. Honestly, I 
hadn't planned on telling her. Stop saying that we're lying about 
staying under the same roof. We haven’t moved in together. 

“He didn’t keep the camera off intentionally. It’s because I 
don’t have a camera at home. It’s not because what we do can’t 
be shown on camera. You may not believe Mangod, but you 
should trust me. I’m the family-friendly PG streamer, remem- 
ber? All right, all right. I was wrong. I shouldn’t have done it. 
Please forgive daddy!” 

“Dear family-friendly PG streamer, we've reported you to 
Kat-Fu.” 

“ur not a man of ur word. u don't deserve to be anybody's 
daddy!” 

“Tell us how you plan to make it up to us? | had the perfect 
diet all planned out for the summer break until you shoved 
your sugary sweet displays of affection in my face [smiles]” 

It was Man Guoding’s turn to bring fruits into the room. He 
walked into the sight of Ling Meng frantically trying to explain 
himself to his fans. Luckily, they didn’t have a camera. Other- 
wise, everyone would see him tugging his hair desperately. 

“Stop worrying and have some fruit. Calm down,’ Man 


Guoding said breezily as he sat down next to him. 


If looks could kill, Man Guoding would be dead by now. 
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“Listen, guys. This guy truly has no shame. He resorted to ev- 
ery trick in his bag to win my mother’s favour. Now, my mother 
treats him better than me, her own son! Do you see the plate of 
fruits he’s holding? They’re sliced! My mother couldn't be both- 
ered to do that for me. I had to thank the stars if she bothered to 
rinse them before handing them to me. Wait a second. You guys 
cant see it.” 

“Don't you know? All mother-in-laws are like that.” 

“You've got it all wrong. That’s not what you call your dad- 
dy’s mom. That's grandma to you.” 

“Grandma’s real good with a knife. Look at the sliced fruit! / 
can't see shit” 

“Sounds like grandma approves of this union.” 

“lL object to it!” 

“They're a match made in heaven. The perfect nightmare of 
a couple. Hot guys and gals like y'all can't possibly get in the 
way of their love!” 

The comment opened the floodgates. More “hot guys and 
gals” started voicing their protests. Ling Meng ended up live 
streaming from his phone—which did have a camera—to ap- 
pease the masses. 

“This is my bedroom. I’ve had this room since I was a kid. 
Not bad, right? It’s a little small though. This is my bed.” 

“Your bed’s kinda small too.” 

“It’s not. I’ve always been a twig since I was a kid.” 

“| think you mean twink.” 

“Real funny. You guys are such comedians.” 

“It's honestly really small. Isn't it a squeeze?” 


“Why would it be a squeeze? Oh! Stop it, guys. Mangod 
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sleeps in my dad's study. 

“This is my computer. Mangod’s been using it to stream,” 
Ling Meng said as he gave his computer a closeup. “Look, there’s 
no camera. He didn’t leave it off on purpose. 

“Mangod? He’s sitting right next to me, eating mango.” Ling 
Meng tilted his phone slightly. Man Guoding had finished the 
fruits and was licking his fingers. “Hey! You didn’t leave any for 
me.” 

“Don't be mad. You've got a gigantic mango sitting next to 
you.” 

“Mangod: You can have me. A whole mango to yourself. 
Happy now?” 

“New fan here. This is my first time seeing Mangod's face. 
I'm so excited, | could cry.” 

“Dear streamer, we've just reported you for not turning on 
the camera and hiding your handsome face from us.” 

“I wanted to buy one. It wouldn’t have cost a lot anyway,” 
Man Guoding said as he kept licking his fingers. “But Meng- 
meng said ‘no.” 

Ling Meng sighed loudly. “That wasn’t what I said. I said, 
“They're gonna find out that you're at my place.” 

“No cameras, no proof.” 

“Somebody's hiding a mango in their home and not show- 
ing it to us.” 

“Stop licking your fingers. It looks lewd.” 

“They do call me the NC17 streamer. It’s all part of the job.” 
Man Guoding grabbed a tissue and wiped his fingers clean. “I 
think you should be more worried about the fact that you're 


alone in the room with me.” 
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Ling Meng blushed. Thank God the camera wasn’t on him 
right now. “Stop talking nonsense. We're hardly alone. Have you 
forgotten about the million viewers out there?” 

“Somewhere out there is a bedroom that could fit a million 
and two people” 

“That's some bedroom you've got, Mengmeng” 

“| think someone just stepped on my toes. Can the guy on 
the bed move a little? | want a seat up there too” 

“Who's sitting on the bed? Don't you know that the au- 
dience is supposed to stay off the stage? Let the actors act, 
man” 

“Sorry!” 

Ling Meng coughed awkwardly. “Oh, let me show you my 
trophies.” 

There were several certificates framed on a wall and a few 
medals hanging next to them. “These are the medals I won 
during the sports meet when I was in middle school. I came in 
third place the first time I participated in a long-distance race. 
After that, I mostly came in first.” 

Ling Meng continued talking about the races he had won. 
“Look at this! I got it for winning the long-distance race at the 
district games. Cool, right? When I first got it, I thought it was 
made of real gold.” 

“My daddy is awesome!” 

“I’ve cleaned my hands. Can | touch your naughty bits 
now?” 

“ve cleaned my naughty bits. Can you touch them now?” 

“Lemon Daddy's a long-distance runner? | don’t believe it. 


Just look at his twiggy legs.” 
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“Maybe he sneaked into an primary school’s sports meet 
when he was in middle school. The judges wouldn't have 
known the difference.” 

“I won them fair and square! I was a skinny kid, the kind who 
got bullied, so my teacher told me I should get into a sport. That 
was why I ended up doing long-distance running. 

“That means I can outrun others when I can’t beat them in a 
fight. 

“I wasn’t short. I was just skinny. Guys, I’ve told you this be- 
fore. Where I come from, I’m not considered short!” 

The overwhelming majority didn’t believe Ling Meng. In his 
desperation, he turned towards Man Guoding for help. “Just ask 
Mangod. Hey, I’m a great runner, right?” 

“You are, Man Guoding said earnestly. “You're an absolute 
star. You shine when you are racing.” 

“Is he solar-powered or something?” 

“Alert: glow-in-the-dark lemon spotted.” 

“That's a throwback! Lemme dig up that poetic post.” 

“A star?” A look of realisation entered Ling Meng’s eyes. He 
just remembered the post that Man Guoding had made. “Was 
that the first time...” 

Was that when Man Guoding had first fallen in love with 
him? 

“No, Man Guoding said. He knew exactly what Ling Meng 
was thinking. “It happened way before that.” 

“When?” 

“When you went shopping at the pharmacy on campus.” 

“What the hell. I knew it! I knew you would be upstairs spy- 


ing on me!” 
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“What the hell are they talking about?” 

“Their first time?” 

“Get your mind out of the gutter. Where's the moderator?” 

“He wants to know when I fell for him.” 

Ling Meng tried to recall what had happened during that trip 
to the pharmacy. “All I did was look up for a second.” 

“My first impression of him was that he looked kinda cute. I 
didn’t expect the infamous Lemon Daddy to look cute. It was 
a pleasant surprise.” The corners of Man Guoding’s lips curled 
upwards. “You know the saying. We stop for the looks...” 

“How shallow!” 

*_.-fall for the looks, and stay for the looks.” 

“Am I supposed to thank my mother for giving birth to such 
a good-looking kid?” 

“Let’s not do that. I'd rather she think that it was your great 
character that made me fall in love with you.” 

“Tt wouldn't be a lie. I a7 a man of great character.” 

“That’s something you say to convince the parents. Nobody 
else is gonna believe you.” 

Ling Meng stared at Man Guoding in confusion. What were 
they talking about again? 

“Mangod’s gonna lose his title of Lemon Daddy's best 
cheerleader” 

“Men. They stop cherishing something once they've got it” 

“Mangod's told us his side of the story. It’s your turn now, 
Mengmeng” 

“His side of the story?” Ling Meng scoffed. “What am I sup- 
posed to say? That I stopped for the kibbles, fell for the cat tree, 


and stayed for the cat-yard?” 
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“Excuse me?” 

“| knew it. This was a sugar daddy fic in the making” 

“Banana: | could've done that too” 

“Ts that a hint? Am I supposed to send you cat-yards?” 

“I was joking,’ Ling Meng said immediately. “Give me a sec- 
ond. Okay, I stopped when you brought me takeaway, fell when 
you went running with me, and stayed when you carried me in- 
game. That's my side of the story.” 

“I'd stay for someone who carried me in-game” 

“It's true love” 

“Banana: | can do that too!” 

“Actually, I was joking.” 

Ling Meng frowned in confusion. 

“T didn’t fall in love with you because of your looks.” 

Ling Meng raised an eyebrow in surprise. “Stop! Let’s stop 
this right now!” Ling Meng crossed his arms in an “X” sign. “I’m 
gonna pretend everything you ve just said is true. Except the bit 
about the star. A human can’t possibly shine like a star.” 

Man Guoding reached out and held Ling Meng’s hand. 

“What's going on?” 

“I’m holding the hand of the guy I’m in love with.” 

Ling Meng rolled his eyes. 

“GAY. This is so gay.” 

“DJ, play another track!” 

“| love you, lemme be your Romeo” 

“I love you, lemme be your Juliet” 

“Stop singing, guys. Mangod is still in the middle of his live 


stream. He’s not going to get paid if he doesn’t clock his hours.” 
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Two days later, Man Guoding returned to Hushuo with a full 
crate of local products from Ling Meng’s hometown. Ling Meng 
made sure to announce the return on social media. 

@Lemon: Welcome home, @Mangosteen! We're definite- 
ly living in different cities now. #starcrossedlovers 

@FanA: only on the surface. we know what’s going on 

@Lemon: it’s for real! Ll eat a whole Lemon if i’m lying 
to you 

@FanB: how long is it gonna last this time? a few days? 
a few hours? 

@Lemon: i'm not going back to hushuo until the new 
term starts. cross my heart! 

@FanC: mangod’s throat sounded a little hoarse during 
his streams in the last two days. is he okay? 

@Lemon: he wasn't used to the weather at my place 
and got a cold 

Mrs Ling realised how serious things were between him and 
Man Guoding when she saw how listless her son became after 
Man Guoding left. He had truly fallen in love. Without Man 
Guoding around, he couldn’t even bear to have his usual fourth 
bowl of rice for dinner. 

Man Guoding kept up with live streaming even though he 
had just returned to Hushuo. Ling Meng joined his channel ev- 
ery night to listen. 

The fans started a protest and threatened to raise funds and 
get Man Guoding a camera. They kept sending him cat trees, 
but it didn’t matter. The streamer didn’t turn his camera on. 

Ling Meng started finding the absence of Man Guoding’s vi- 


suals unbearable after being subjected to two days of pure gam- 
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ing visuals. 

Ling Meng: u know, ur one of the rare streamers who’s 
not using ur good looks to win more viewership 

Man Guoding spared a moment from his live stream to send 
a short reply to Ling Meng. 

Man Guoding: ? 

Ling Meng: u must be on the national list of rare species 

Man Guoding: you wanna see me? 

Ling Meng was still trying to figure out what Man Guoding 
had meant when he got a video call. He answered it and was 
greeted with Man Guoding’s smiling face. His heart melted at 
the sight. 

Man Guoding placed his finger on his lips and featured for 
Ling Meng to keep quiet. Ling Meng nodded and gave him an 
“okay” sign. He cupped his cheeks as he lay in bed and stared at 
his phone while Man Guoding continued live streaming. He got 
to watch Man Guoding while everyone else only got to hear his 
voice. Honestly, life couldn't get any better than this. 

Ling Meng would beam at the camera, exchanging a smile 
with Man Guoding through their phones whenever the latter 
threw a look at him. When Man Guoding looked away, he 
would stick his tongue out. When Man Guoding looked at him 
again, he would wiggle his eyebrows instead. 

It was like a game. We were talking about a guy who’s got his 
own emoji set. He could come up with sixty different facial ex- 
pressions in a minute without repeating a single one. 

Meanwhile, Man Guoding’s viewers were starting to wonder 
why Man Guoding was struggling not to laugh while commen- 


tating on an intense match. 
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“Is someone in his family getting married or having a kid?” 

“Did he bet on the winning team?” 

“He did mention that Mengmeng’s not around, right? Why 
is he so happy then?” 

Ling Meng watched as Man Guoding scribbled something 
quick on a strip of paper before showing it to him. 

“Stop it or I'll end the video call.” 

Ling Meng was in the midst of making a really elaborate silly 
face. He kept his eyes squinted as he stared at the words on the 
strip of paper. The next second, he swiped his hand across his 
face, wiping off all traces of a ridiculous silly face and leaving a 
poker face in its place. 

Man Guoding couldn't hold it in any more. A huffed giggle 
escaped from his lips. 

“What's the festive occasion? Tell me and share the love!” 

“How much did you bet on this match? Lemme tag along 
the next time!” 

“Are you that happy to be away from Mengmeng?” 

“Mengmeng, want some fruits?” 

Ling Meng jumped up from his bed in surprise. “Mum!” 

Man Guoding’s channel was instantly flooded with question 
marks. 

Mrs Ling realised that Ling Meng was having a video call 
with Man Guoding. 

“Is that Guoding?” 

“Hi, Mrs Ling,’ Man Guoding finally said after a short pause. 

“2” started flooding the channel again. 

“Mum, you should’ve knocked first before coming into my 


room, said Ling Meng as he got out of bed and started ushering 
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his mother out. She simply gave him an innocent look as she 
stepped outside. 

“I did. You were the one who’ so focused that you didn’t hear 
me knocking. What were you doing?” 

“Keep your voice down! He's live streaming.” 

“What? Am I on camera now?” 

Man Guoding cleared his throat calmly as the voices drifted 
away. 

“Sorry, that wasn’t supposed to happen. Let’s get back to the 
game. 

“Nobody's getting back to no game with you” 

“Explain why mengmeng is there!” 

“Somebody oughta report this guy for being a lying liar 
[smiles]” 

“How could you lie to us about not staying under the same 
roof? You can't do whatever you want just because you're fa- 
mous! We demand justice!” 

“This feels familiar” 

“Somebody's copying and pasting shit again” 

“Mengmeng’s not here in Hushuo with me, I swear.” 

“Lies!” 

“Mengmeng’s bedroom begs to differ” 

Man Guoding’s temples began to throb. This was a night- 
mare. “I'll get a camera tomorrow. Let’s just forget this ever hap- 
pened, all right?” 

“TU believe you even if you were lying to me” 

“Continue with your commentary” 

“Ignore the others. We're only here for one thing and that’s 


to watch you live stream GL” 
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Man Guoding made the wise decision to buy a camera. Folk 
wisdom dictated that those who rarely got the cold would take 
ages to recover when they did fall victim to it. After returning 
to Hushuo, Man Guoding’s cold got worse. His voice sounded 
hoarse and broke his fans’ hearts when they heard it. 

Since he couldn't commentate, he turned to playing Galaxy 
Legends instead and kept his fans appeased by turning the cam- 
era on. Random viewers who got directed to Man Guoding’s 
channel got intrigued by the idea of a streamer who didn’t talk 
during his live streams and ended up subscribing to his channel. 

Meanwhile, Man Guoding’s female fans were worried sick 
about him and wouldn’t stop showering him with words of con- 
cern and Kat-Fu gifts. Ling Meng caught one fan sending a cat- 
yard. The message the fan left with the gift was succinct. 

“Please drink more warm water.” 

Ling Meng was worried too. He worried about how Man 
Guoding wasn’t recovering from his cold and about how he 
wasn't doing enough as a boyfriend. Hell, Man Guoding’s fe- 
male fans were doing more than he was. Man Guoding might 
just decide that he was a bad boyfriend and dump him. 

Mrs Ling grew anxious as her beloved son stopped asking for 
refills after his second bowl of rice. This simply couldn't go on. 

Two days later, Man Guoding got a direct message from Ling 
Meng asking him to open his door. When he did so, he was 
shocked by the sight of Ling Meng standing at his doorway. 

“How did you manage to find my place?” 

“T did ask for your address.” 


(<4 e ° ° ° e b>) 
You said you were going to mail me some medicine. 
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“That’s right.” Ling Meng pulled out a pack of pills and hand- 
ed it to Man Guoding. “Here.” 

Man Guoding smiled and reached for Ling Meng’s hand be- 
fore leading him into his house. “That's the only medicine that 
works for me.” 

Man Guoding’s mother appeared in the corridor, having 
heard someone at the door. “Who is this?” 

“Hi, Mrs Man,” Ling Meng said hastily before Man Guoding 
could say anything incriminating. “I’m one of Man Guoding’s 
classmates in university. I heard he was sick and wanted to check 
up on him.” 

There was no way he was coming out of the closet in front 
of Man Guoding’s parents right after he'd just met them. That 
would be mortifying. 

Man Guoding gave Ling Meng a look of sympathy while his 
mother froze momentarily in surprise. Then she flashed a warm 
smile. “What a sweet kid. Come on in.” 

Man Guoding brought Ling Meng straight to his bedroom. 
“Did your mother really let you come back to Hushuo before 
the term had started? Anyway, I’m feeling a lot better now.” 

“T told her you were bedridden and that your muscles were 
going to atrophy if you don’t get a massage soon.” Ling Meng 
placed his backpack down. “She saw how much I missed you 
and how little I was eating and started packing my bags for me.’ 

“You weren't eating?” Man Guoding gave Ling Meng a soft 
pinch on the arm. “You do look like you've lost a little weight.” 

“That's right. I lost 100 grams. I bet you and my mom are the 
only ones who have noticed.” 


Man Guoding pulled Ling Meng into his arms. They hugged 
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in silence. After a long moment, Ling Meng poked Man 
Guoding in the stomach. 

“Hey? 

“What?” 

Ling Meng pointed at the door. A boy who looked like a 
middle schooler was leaning against the doorframe and giving 
them a dirty look. “Is that your brother?” 

Man Guoding dropped his arms. “Daren, say hi to Meng- 
meng.” 

“Hi, nice to meet you, Daren.” 

Man Daren pouted and ignored Ling Meng. “Sign this for 
me, Guoding.” 

“Sign what?” 

Man Daren waved the form in his hand. “The consent form 
for Team Veggies’ training camp.” 

“Having me sign this form isn’t going to help if Mum and 
Dad refuse to let you attend. Anyway, I don’t agree to your at- 
tending the training camp either. You don’t even meet their age 
requirements." 

“If you don’t sign this form, I'll tell Mum and Dad that you 
two were hugging.” 

“I think I spy a conniving villain in the making.” 

Man Guoding simply shrugged. “Whatever.” 

Man Daren realised that the blackmailing didn’t work on his 
brother at all. “Forget it. I'll get Mu to sign the form for me.” 

“Sure, if you think that’s gonna work.” 

“Hold on a second,’ Ling Meng said. “Aren't you only four- 
teen? You've got to be at least sixteen to join the training camp.” 


“Based on the lunar calendar, I’m fifteen. I’m just a few 
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“Is that how that works? Well, I’m nineteen now. That means 
I’m just a few years shy of being thirty.” 

“You're nineteen?” Man Daren turned towards his brother. 
“He gets to fudge his age. Why can’t I do the same?” 

Ling Meng glared at the boy. “I didn’t lie about my age. I’m 
really nineteen!” 

Ling Meng couldn't help but feel an odd sense of responsi- 
bility for the boy. It was as if Man Guoding’s brother was his 
brother too. 

“Kid, being a professional esports player isn’t that simple. It’s 
more exhausting than studying. You've got to train for over ten 
hours every day, and you don’t get days off on weekends.” 

“T can take it.” 

“Hard work isn’t going to be enough. You'll be going up 
against prodigies. I bet you can’t even beat me and I’m just a 
game streamer.” 

Man Daren rolled his eyes. “Let’s put that to the test then.” 

“Three solo matches. I’ll admit that you've got the potential 
to go pro if you manage to beat me.” 

Man Guoding gave Ling Meng a look of sympathy. It looked 
strangely familiar. 

“Don't worry. I'll go easy on him. But don’t blame me if he 
ends up crying when he loses.” 

Three matches later, Ling Meng was the one who was sob- 
bing. 

“You didn’t tell me your brother was so good at this. Why 
don’t you want him going into esports?” 


“It’s not because he isn’t good at it. He’s too young to go pro 
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now. 

“Your mother must be some kind of prodigy. The genes your 
family must have! If I were a woman, I would pay for sperm 
from the men in your family.” 

Man Guoding was shaking with laughter. “You wouldn't have 
to pay for it.” 

“Still think I can’t go pro?” Man Daren asked pointedly as he 
walked out from his room. “Dear Mengmeng a.k.a. just another 
game streamer?” 

“Just you wait!” Ling Meng leaned towards Man Guoding 
and whispered in his ear. Man Guoding looked sceptical. 

“Are you sure he'll agree to it?” 


“There's no harm trying.” 


This was Man Daren’s first time visiting the headquarters of a 
professional esports team. He didn’t seem excited at all. 

“I want to join Team Veggies, not Team Fruits. Why am I at 
Team Fruits HQ?” 

“Are you saying that Team Fruits isn’t good enough for you? 
They won the championship for the last two seasons. You'll be 
facing off against them if you do join Team Veggies. We're giv- 
ing you a chance to do some recon on them. Shows you what a 
kid knows.” 

Man Daren threw a sideway glance at Ling Meng. “You 
talking about the kid you lost three-nil to?” 

Ling Meng huffed. “You're not gonna stay smug for much 
longer. Don’t blame me if you end up crying when you lose lat- 
er. 


“That’s what you said just now.” 
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“Just shut up.” 

They were brought to the training room on the second floor. 
The members of Team Fruits perked up at the sight of Ling 
Meng. 

“Lemon Daddy! You haven't been live streaming this season.” 

“Hi, Pan Apo, Che Rui, Lai Qi, Fu Kaduo. Shouldn’t you 
be focusing on the tournament instead of spending your time 
watching live streams?” 

Ba Nana slowly stood up from his chair. He had just finished 
a ranked match. 

“Let me introduce you to Potato. He’s Mangod’s brother.” 

“Potato? Who the hell’s Potato?” Man Daren retorted. 

“That's the kind of handle you have to come up for yourself if 
you wanna join Team Veggies.” 

“My handle is Mandarin!” 

“Sure. Look, that’s Banana, captain of Team Fruits and your 
cousins nemesis.” 

Man Daren scoffed. “I know who Banana is.” 

“Beating me three times in a row doesn’t mean anything. 
When youre a pro gamer, youre going to go up against prodi- 
gies like him. Even Yan Mu couldn’t beat him. How about you?” 

Man Daren pursed his lips. “I don’t care if he’s a prodigy. 
Anyway, he dropped out of school to go pro. Why can’t I do the 
same?” 

Man Guoding was the only person there who knew this, but 
Man Daren had a habit of pursing his lips when he was nervous. 

“Let's do it then,” Ba Nana told Ling Meng. “Three solo 
matches, right?” 


“Yup. Thanks for the favour.” 
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Ba Nana sat down slowly again. “No problem. It’s my day off, 
and I happen to be free. Pick a computer.” 

“Pick mine!” Pan Apo pushed Man Daren towards his com- 
puter. My setup’ awesome!” 

Ling Meng threw Man Guoding a smug look. He bet few 
could accomplish the feat he had just done. 

Honestly, Man Guoding didn’t expect Ba Nana to agree to 
help Ling Meng out without even a word of protest. There were 
plenty of gamers who wanted to go pro. Few had the chance to 
have a 1V1 solo match with the reigning champion. It was an 
opportunity most would die for. 

“Great job,” Man Guoding whispered. “Honestly, I’m a little 
jealous.” 

Ling Meng elbowed him gently in the gut. “Don’t be sour. 
You're not a lemon.” 

“What factions did you pick for your three matches?” Ba 
Nana asked Ling Meng casually as he started clicking his mouse. 

“The Federation, Empire and Aliens. I picked all three.” 

“How about your tech skill tree?” 

Ling Meng gave Ba Nana a quick rundown. He realised why 
Ba Nana had asked him those questions a few seconds later. 
He was going to replicate the tech skill tree that Ling Meng 
had built and what had led to Ling Meng’s defeat to beat Man 
Daren. 

“Don't you think that’s a bit too much?” Ling Meng whis- 
pered to Man Guoding. 

“You're the one who said that hotblooded kids like him need 
to be taught a good lesson.” 


“I wasn't expecting Ba Nana to go that hard on him. He was 
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harsh, man. I might quit gaming altogether.” 

Man Daren’s three matches with Ba Nana lasted shorter than 
his matches with Ling Meng. At the end of the final match, 
Man Daren bit his lips as he stared at the sight of his base being 
blown to smithereens. His fists were tightly clenched. His eyes 
looked bright with unshed tears. 

Ling Meng had the line “See the difference between you and 
a real pro gamer?” ready at his lips, but he realised he couldn’t 
bear to say it when he saw how upset Man Daren was. 

“Thanks for your time, Guava. We'll get going then.” 

“Are you interested in going pro?” 

Ba Nana's question had Man Daren, Man Guoding, and Ling 
Meng stunned speechless. 

“Is that the only question you're capable of asking?” Ling 
Meng had to remind himself that he didn’t know Ba Nana that 
well and stop himself from grabbing Ba Nana’s collar and shak- 
ing him hard. He wanted Ba Nana to give Man Daren a wakeup 
call, not encourage him! 

“You're not bad. You may have lost, but you did well.” 

“That's what I thought,’ said Team Fruits’ coach. Ling Meng 
jumped. Where did the guy come from? “How old are you?” 

“He's fourteen,’ said Ling Meng. 

“Based on the lunar calendar, I’m fifteen.” 

“Just a few months shy of being sixteen, right?” Ling Meng 
rolled his eyes. 

“Woah, you're really good for your age!” Pan Apo threw his 
arm around Man Daren’s shoulder. “I heard you're interested 
in joining Team Veggies. Come on, join us instead. We’re awe- 


some!” 
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“We don’t take players who are under sixteen,’ Ba Nana said 
with a poker face. “But if you can keep playing like this, you can 
sign up for our youth training in two years. I'll give you a refer- 
ral.” 

“Our captain hardly recommends newbies, Pan Apo said ex- 
citedly before giving Man Daren a hard smack on the shoulder. 
“See you around in two years time.” 

Meanwhile, Ba Nana had started a new ranked match. He 
didn’t seem to really care if Man Daren took his offer seriously. 

“Focus on your training. Otherwise, you may end up on the 
bench,” Ba Nana said without turning around. 

“What? Coach, look! The captain’s threatening to put me on 
the bench!” 

“He's not wrong.” 

“Fine, fine, I'll work on my ranking.” 

“I’m not going to keep playing like this in two years!” Man 
Daren yelled at Ba Nana. Ling Meng’s eyes widened in surprise 
before he heard what the boy said next. “I’m gonna get better. I’m 
gonna beat you!” 

“Hold on a second,’ Ling Meng said as he grabbed Man 
Daren. “How about Team Veggies?” 

“I’ve changed my mind. I don’t want to join Team Veggies 
anymore. I’m going to join Team Fruits. I’m gonna beat him. 
He’s gonna lose so bad that he'll retire from esports.” 

Ling Meng and Man Guoding stared silently at Man Daren. 

“Sure, Ba Nana said. 

The rest of Team Fruits approved, giving Man Daren a 


thumbs up. 
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The trio left Team Fruits’ headquarters. Man Daren appeared 
to be in a good mood. Ling Meng, on the other hand, seemed 
conflicted. Nobody could tell what Man Guoding was thinking. 

“What should we do? I was trying to convince him to give up 
on esports as a career, but I ended up encouraging him instead.” 
Ling Meng didn’t know what to do. Man Guoding tousled his 
hair. 

“Stop worrying. Things will turn out fine.” 

“T think I just destroyed all possibility of Potato joining Team 
Veggies and saving them from their slump. I feel as if I’ve done 
wrong by Yan Mu.” 

Man Daren, who had been walking ahead of Man Guoding 
and Ling Meng all this while, suddenly turned around and 
beamed at the couple. “Thanks, Mengmeng.” 

“Ugh!” Ling Meng clutched his own arms and shivered. “I 
think my hair just stood on their ends. Can't you just go back to 
how you were?” 

“Fine.” 

Ling Meng sighed in relief. “That’s so much better. By the 
way, where should I spend the night? Are there any hotels near 
your place?” 

“Why would you need a hotel?” Man Guoding seemed con- 
fused. “You'll be staying at my place.” 

“Considering that it’s the first time I’m visiting your family, 
I don’t think it’s appropriate for me to spend the night at your 
place.” 

Man Guoding stared at Ling Meng for a long moment. 

“Mengmeng.’ 
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“T forgot to tell you something.” 

“What is it?” 

“My mom's been watching my live streams. In fact, she prob- 
ably started earlier than you did. She doesn’t tune in as often 
‘cause she doesn’t really understand what's going on.” 

“Okay?” 

“She’s known about you for some time. She watched your 
first live stream and told me you looked cute.” 

Ling Meng stared at Man Guoding. 

“Do you remember this moderator in my channel who's got a 
string of numbers as their handle?” 

“T do. I call them “The Hotline” 

“That's my mom.” 

Ling Meng gaped. “You should’ve told me sooner!” 

“I didn’t get the chance to. You started cosplaying as my 
schoolmate as soon as you stepped into my house.” 

“Well, why did she play along?” 

“She probably found it fun.” 

“What should I do? I’m not ready to face her as a potential 
son-in-law. It’s too much for me.” 

“Leave the work to me. Just sit there and look your pretty 
self” 

“Brown-noser. I thought you removed that skill from your 
skill slot.” 

“It was in cooldown. I just activated it again.” 

“What are you guys muttering to each other?” Man Daren 
huffed. He was getting annoyed at how slowly Man Guoding 
and Ling Meng were walking. 

“We're talking about grown up stuff. Stop being so nosy, kid.” 
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That wasn't going to work on a kid going through his rebel- 
lious teenage phase. Man Daren ran up to them. 

“What am I supposed to call you if I can’t call you “Meng- 
meng?” 

“Whatever you like.” 

“Stupid Meng.” 

“What did you just call me?” 

“Where did you get your fake ID from? I want a fake ID that 
shows I’m sixteen.” 

“T don't have a fake ID!” 

“You look like you’re my age.” 

“Excuse me? I look so much older than you. Let me tell you 
something. Banana’s my fan. So, stop talking nonsense, or I'll 
convince him to rescind his referral.” 

Man Daren giggled. “He’s your fan? Why? Is he a fan of you 
losing three matches to me?” 

“You lost three matches to him too! You've got no right to 
laugh at me.” 

“He’s a pro gamer. I’m a middle schooler. It’s different,’ Man 
Daren said in a singsong voice. 

“Stop that! And it’s Mister Ling Meng to you.” 

“Stupid Meng.” 

“Mister Ling Meng.” 

“Stupid Meng.” 

“Mister! Mister!” 


“You talking to me?” 


@Peach: I’m an overseas fan. | came to Hushuo and 


visited the legendary Team Fruits HQ with the intention 
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of snapping a photo of the gates as a memento since | 
couldn't get inside. | didn’t expect to run into @Lemon 
and @Mangosteen who are definitely not staying together. 
#Factcheck guys? I’Ll wait [picks nose] [a picture paints a 
thousand words.jpg] 

@FanA: u shouldn’t have done that. the 2 guys in the 
photo might look exactly like @Lemon and @Mangosteen, 
but our beloved streamer has said that they’re currently in 
2 different cities. that means they cant possibly be seen to- 
gether. its pure coincidence that u ran into 2 strangers who 
looked exactly like them. u shouldnt post pics of people 
without their permission [doggo] 

@FanB: you shouldn’t have done that. @Lemon and @ 
Mangosteen are working so hard to convince us that they’re 
not in fact in the same city. why must you expose their lying 
lies? do you care about much work they’ve put into lying to 
us? NO. you only care about yourself [doggo] 

@Fanc: you shouldn’t have done that. @Lemon and @ 
Mangosteen were being considerate to us single losers in 
the Galaxy Legends community. they feel bad about lying 
too but they didn’t want to hurt our feelings. how could 
you trample on their good intentions. do you know how big 
of a blow this is to us single losers? karma’s going to get 
you [doggo] 

@FanD: u shouldn’t have done that. y are @Lemon and 
@Mangosteen at team fruits’ hq? obv its coz team fruits is 
gonna sign mangod for the new season. it was supposed to 
be a surprise but now u have ruined it. the media is gonna 


have ur head [doggo] 
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you why. i’ve got nothing to add except to repeat the fact 
that you really shouldn’t have done that [doggo] 


Ling Meng received a warm welcome from Man Guoding’s 
mother when he returned to Mans’ place. 

“Hi, boys! Have you eaten? It must be your first day back in 
Hushuo. Do you have a place to spend the night?” 

Ling Meng smiled awkwardly. 

“Mom, I told him,’ Man Guoding said before his mother 
could go on. 

“Oh! I don’t have to pretend anymore then?” Man Guoding’s 
mother asked. “Well, I’ve gotten another blanket ready, Meng- 
meng. Why don't the three of you go wash your hands before 
you sit down for dinner? Daren, have you finished your home- 
work for the summer break? You’ve been out the whole day. 
You're banned from gaming today.” 

Ling Meng ended up gaining the 100 grams he had lost over 
the past few days in a single meal that evening. After dinner, he 
waddled into Man Guoding’s bedroom, pleased and satiated. 
There was another set of pillow and blanket on the bed. 

“T still think it’s weird to share the same room with you.” 

“We don’t have a guest room. You could share a room with 
Daren if you want.” 

Ling Meng decided that he would rather share a bed with 
Man Guoding than one with a kid clearly in his rebellious teen- 
age phase. 

“Are you still going to live stream later? Let me find a blind 


spot to hide myself. I told everyone that I wasn’t coming back 
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to Hushuo until the new term started. I'll be literally eating my 
own words if they find out I’m here.” 

Man Guoding checked social media. “I think it’s too late for 
that.” 

Ling Meng stared at him in confusion. 

The number of viewers waiting in Man Guoding’s channel 
as he got ready for his live streaming had hit a record-breaking 
number. Everyone had gotten their popcorn ready and was 
looking forward to seeing how Man Guoding and Ling Meng 
get themselves out of the hole they had dug this time. The pea- 
nut gallery sat at the edge of their seats as Ling Meng finally 
appeared in the frame. 

“| thought you weren't in Hushuo? Why are you on camera 
now? Finally decided to out yourself?” 

“You tryna tell us that you're out and proud? Maybe show 
us how you're gonna eat your words and stuff your face with 
the lies you spewed to us?” 

“Don't even think for a second that we're gonna forgive you 
just coz you're cute. Those are two separate matters! We'll 
still pay extra for the cute face!” 

“That's right. I’m out and proud,” Ling Meng said proudly. “If 
youre sending any kibbles, please do it in my channel. Anyway, 
you can't eat your words. That’s not physically possible. Besides, 
I’m just a small little lemon. If I’m stuffed, I'll just turn into a 
big lemon.” 

“Mengmeng’'s Face: im mengmeng's face. he doesn't want 
me anymore” 

“Mengmeng’s Dimple: he wont dare! that would mean 


casting me aside too” 
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“Mengmeng’s Incisor: he wont dare! ill gnaw away his lips 
and make him feel the loss” 

“Mengmeng’s Appendix: dun worry, u still got me!” 

Meanwhile, Man Guoding had started a match. He was seat- 
ed right in front of the bed. Ling Meng placed his elbows on 
Man Guoding’s shoulders as he kneeled on the edge of the bed. 
His chin was nestled in Man Guoding’s hair. He looked like a 
gigantic stuffed toy. 

“I was planning to return to the campus when the new term 
starts. | wouldn’t be here now if Mangod hadn't fallen sick.” 

“It was just the common cold” 

“| think you're the one who's sick. LOVESICK” 

“When | got the cold, all my mom did was tell me to drink 
more warm water” 

“You don’t understand. When you really care about some- 
one, you get worried when they so much as sneeze.” Ling Meng 
feigned a grimace as he shook his head. “But I understand. 
You're single. You can’t possibly understand how I feel.” 

“| feel so attacked right now. I’m reporting this” 

“| feel so attacked right now too. I’m reporting this” 

“| bet they were lying from the very start. They’ve never 
been apart at all” 

“Mangod must've packed Lemon Daddy in his luggage and 
carried him home. | don't believe it when Lemon Daddy says 
that he just returned to Hushuo” 

“I’m not lying, I swear. I’m telling the truth. Cross my heart.” 

“Promises, promises.gif” 

“Saved that” 


“Mengmeng’s new bedroom begs to differ” 
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“Seriously, I only arrived in Hushuo today. Ask Mangod if 
you don’t believe me!” 

Man Guoding coughed and gestured at his throat. He still 
had a sore throat. 

“You know he can't talk because of his sore throat. We're 
not going to get anything out of him. Still trying to trick us, | 
see!” 

Ling Meng gaped. This wasn’t the Man Guoding he knew. 
He always had something to say when he was teasing Ling Meng 
during his live streams. 

“Why were you guys at Team Fruits’ HQ today? Was there 
a meet-and-greet?” 

“T didn’t know Team Fruits had a meet-and-greet today.” 

“lL was talking about your meet-and-greet with your fan.” 

Realisation dawned on Ling Meng. They were talking about 
Ba Nana. 

“Stop teasing me. I needed a favour from Banana. No, I’m 
not going to tell you what favour it is.” 

“Who's the kid who was with you?” 

“Can I tell them?” Ling Meng tilted his head. Man Guoding 
nodded. 

“It’s Mangod’s brother. He may look nice, but he’s a real piece 
of work.” 

“Mangod has a younger brother? His family sure churned 
out several cute boys” 

“Is this a Galaxy Legends thing? Like League of Pandas but 
instead of cute lil sisters, we've got cute lil brothers?” 

“Mangod’s got Mengmeng. Team Veggies forbids their 


gamers from dating. I’m gonna wait for my jailbait to turn le- 
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gal [smiles]” 

“He’s only fourteen. Stop it, you weirdos!” 

“But going after dilfs is okay?” 

“Mangod: yes!" 

Ling Meng had no idea what was going on at all. 

As if to spice things up, Man Daren dropped by his brother’s 
room to ask him about a math question. He must have been 
really affected by his matches with Ba Nana today and decided 
to brush up on his studies when he wasn’t gaming. He knew 
that Man Guoding was live streaming now and knocked at his 
door politely instead of barging in. Ling Meng was the one who 
opened the door. 

“Need help with math? Your brother's working. I'll help you 
instead.” 

Man Daren looked sceptical. “Are you sure?” 

“Hey, I’m a student from Yanshan too. Doubting me is 
doubting your brother.” 

“Fine, then,’ Man Daren said hesitantly. “A barrel of lemons 
is divided amongst Tom, Dick and Harry. Tom takes one-fifth 
of the barrel plus five lemons. Dick takes one-fourth plus seven 
lemons. Harry takes half of what remains. One-eighth of the 
original quantity remains in the barrel. How many lemons were 
there in the barrel in the first place?” 

Ling Meng threw himself onto the bed and started reading 
the question. He frowned and reread the question. 

“Are you sure you know how to solve this?” Man Daren 
asked, growing impatient. 

“Just give me some time.” Ling Meng shifted away from the 


boy. “We just need to get the equation down. Let’s assume that 
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this is x.” 

Meanwhile, the screen was blocked by Man Guoding, who 
was seated in front of the camera. The viewers couldn't see what 
was going on, but they could hear the conversation in the room. 

“A lemon stumped by a barrel of lemons” 

“A lemon counts lemons. Counting Lemon thwarted by foul 
lemons” 

“Mangod's brother must be in middle school. | did the same 
math problem two days ago” 

Ling Meng couldn't figure out what x was no matter how 
hard he tried. He huffed in annoyance. “Is middle school math 
supposed to be so hard? Why didn’t they just split all the lem- 
ons among them? What a waste of perfectly good lemons!” 

“Stupid Meng,” Man Daren said scathingly. “Your value for 
x has got seven decimal places. Are the lemons sliced or some- 
thing?” 

“Hush, I’m not done yet.” 

Man Guoding couldn't take it anymore. He decided to do 
something about it. “Mengmeng, you can take over the game. I'll 
take a look at the math problem.” 

“No. I won't stop until I get the answer.” 

Man Guoding knew that Ling Meng had gotten fixated on 
the problem and wasn’t going to quit until he solved it. He told 
Man Daren to take his place in front of the computer while he 
helped Ling Meng with the calculations. 

Man Daren sat down in front of the computer. Man Guoding 
was in the middle of a God tier ranked match. Players who at- 
tained godhood weren't your average players. It had taken Man 


Guoding barely a few seconds to switch places with Man Daren. 


-341- 


@You're . 
Too oO} |e 
Wich this brief period while he was away from the keyboard, his 
opponent had sent a wave of ground units to attack him. Man 
Daren sneered when he saw what was going on. 

Meanwhile, danmu flooded the channel as viewers got a 
clearer shot of Man Daren. 

“Mangod's brother is on camera! We finally got a clearer 
shot of his face. Nice” 

‘Just look at the guy. He’s going to be so hot when he 
grows up. | guess it runs in the family” 

“Look over here, cutiepie! [’m the cougar who's waiting for 
you to grow up into a fine young man” 

“Mangod's in the middle of a ranked match. He must really 
not care if he’s actually handed the reins to a middle schooler” 

“His opponent would probably rub his hands in glee if he 
realised that Mangod’s swapped places with a middle school- 
er” 

“It’s just a ranked match. Mangod can easily regain his 
ranking if he loses this match” 

Man Daren didn’t look at the danmu. Instead, he took a few 
seconds to study Man Guoding’s tech skill tree. A few minutes 
later, he turned the tables on his opponent before invading the 
other party's base. When the game ended, he left a scathing re- 
mark. “Are you sure you're God tier? Did you pay somebody to 
play your previous ranked matches?” 

Meanwhile, Man Guoding had solved the math problem 
that had confounded Ling Meng and provided two easier ways 
to solve it. When he turned back to check on Man Daren, he 
discovered that the match had ended. His channel was flooded 


with question marks. 
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“Is he really a middle schooler?” 

“He's the evolved version of the strongest primary school- 
er—the strongest middle schooler” 

“This can't be real. | bet Mangod's the one controlling the 
mouse and keyboard. His brother's just sitting in front of the 
computer, doing nothing” 

“He's like the lovechild of Lemon Daddy and Mangod. He 
has Lemon Daddy's scathing tongue and Mangod’s amazing 
gameplay” 

“Players who walk the talk are the real daddies. Players 
who are all talk are just asking for a beating” 

“Are you suggesting that Lemon Daddy needs a beating? I’m 
reporting you right now” 

“Stupid Daren, come and take a look. I’ve solved it,” Ling 
Meng said smugly. 

Man Daren switched places with Man Guoding and listened 
to Ling Meng explain the solution to him. Ling Meng did end 
up helping him figure out how to solve the problem, but he 
didn’t manage to win Man Daren’s respect despite that. 

“My brother taught you how to solve it, didn’t he? How did 
you manage to get into Yanshan? Did they let you in because 
you re good at sports or arts or something?” 

Ling Meng huffed. “Hey! I’m not local, and non-locals have a 
harder time trying to get into Yanshan, all right?” 

“You didn’t answer my question.” 

Ling Meng deflated. “Fine. I was on the sports track, but that 
doesn’t mean anything. Students on the sports track are still re- 
quired to get good grades for the humanities modules.” 


“You're on the sports track? I didn’t know hula hooping was 
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Ling Meng glared at Man Daren. 

“Man Daren, stop being mean to Mengmeng. You can’t af- 
ford to offend his fans. He’s got tons of them.” 

The thought of his fans backing him was a reassuring one. 
Ling Meng puffed his chest out. “That's right. Are you prepared 
to become the target of all my fans?” 

“Your fans? I bet they’re all antis.” Man Daren really hit the 
nail on its head. 

“Who told you my fans are all antis? Guys, if you're not an 
anti, type ‘1’ in the channel!” 

“222° 

“333” 

“666” 

Man Daren was blown away by the sheer absence of “1” in 
the channel. “Stupid Meng, your antis are real big fans of yours.” 

“Shut up!” Ling Meng hissed at Man Daren before turning 
towards the camera and staring disapprovingly at the viewers 
behind the screen. “Stop typing!” 

“| just checked Mengmeng’s battle log. He played three 
solo matches with a player called Mandarin and lost all three. 
Is Mandarin Mangod’s brother?” 

Everyone went to check Ling Meng’s battle log immediately 
and saw the records of those three defeats. They then looked 
at Mandarin’s battle log and found out that Mandarin lost nil- 
three to Guava some time later. That explained why the three of 
them had been seen at Team Fruits’ headquarters. 

“Mangod brought his brother to Team Fruits’ HQ today. Did 


his brother audition for the youth training?” 
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“Does Banana handpick the candidates for the youth train- 
ing camp? If that’s the case, I’m going to sign up too! | can get 
a 0:3 score too!” 

“Stop dreaming. Someone must've used the back channel 
to earn a solo match with Banana himself” 

[Notice] The Moderator Mangosteen has banned Lurker 
from posting for 24 hours. 

“How old are you, Lurker?” 

“24 hours? That’s harsh, Mangod” 

“Lesson learnt, guys. Don't mention the words ‘back chan- 
nel’ in Mangod'’s presence” 

“Yup, and definitely don’t mention the words ‘back channel’ 
and a certain curvy yellow fruit in the same sentence. Man- 
goes can get reaaaaaaaaal sour too” 

“Anybody wants to join Lurker?” Man Guoding said. His 
hoarse voice sounded extra intimidating. 

“Nope. We know what not to say /zips lips” 

“Rest assured, Sir, those words have been removed from 
my dictionary!” 

“| have a terrible cold. | can’t speak! Cough! Cough!” 

“When did Mangod recover from his cold? Didn't he say 
something about not being able to talk at the beginning of 
this live stream?” 

“Look at how cool and scary my brother is. Now, look at 
you, Man Daren said, adding fuel to the fire. 


“Just get back to your homework, will you!” 
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an Guoding got his keys to his new flat and was ready to 
Me. in. It had taken him some time to decide on the 
perfect flat that was both well-furnished and really accessible. Its 
location in the Hushuo eSports District would help his career 
too. The only thing that he didn’t like about the place was that 
it was a thirty minutes’ bus ride from the universities. There was 
no way Ling Meng could move in with him while he was still 
attending Yanshan. 

Man Guoding transformed the two-bedroom flat into a bach- 
elor’s pad with a home office. He kept one of the bedrooms and 
turned the other bedroom into a room just for live streaming. 
After getting a brand-new computer and live streaming equip- 
ment, he finally stopped looking like an amateur and something 
like a professional. The equipment that he had used previously 
were placed next to his new stuff so that Ling Meng could live 
stream alongside him when he came over at the weekends. 

To make the curious fans on Kat-Fu happy, Ling Meng chose 
an auspicious date to do a live tour of Man Guoding’s new flat. 


“This is the room where Mangod streams. Looks legit, doesn’t 
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it?” Ling Meng did a 360-degree tour of the room and showed 
off Man Guoding’s equipment. “I heard that this condenser 
microphone costs an average month's salary. Is Mangod consid- 
ering becoming a music streamer instead?” 

The channel was flooded with questions on how good a sing- 
er Man Guoding was. 

“Is he a good singer? I’ve never heard him sing. He probably 
can't hold a tune. That’s why I’ve never heard him sing anything. 

“He’s got a nice voice? That means nothing. There are plenty 
of people who've got nice voices and can’t hold a tune. 

“You guys are the ones who wanted me to sing. I can un- 
derstand why he doesn’t sing during his live streams. He has to 
protect his pristine reputation. Luckily, I don't have to concern 
myself with such worries.” 

The camera shifted to the side. “This is my computer. Actu- 
ally, it’s Mangod’s old computer. It’s the computer he used to 
stream before he moved into his new place. 

“T think his camera doesn’t have auto filters. Maybe I should 
get a new camera. I think there are cameras with filters that au- 
tomatically gives you a sharp chin. Forget it. I’ve got to preserve 
my integrity as a live streamer. There are few honest streamers 
like me nowadays. 

“That’s right. All this equipment belongs to him. Mine are 
still in my dormitory room. I didn’t move them over. That’s be- 
cause I don’t live here. I’m still studying. No, you idiots. We’re 
not living together. We're not. 

“By the way, these two gaming chairs? Team Veggies is the 
brand ambassador for this brand. They were a gift from Yam. 


Thanks, Yam. They’re really comfortable.” 
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“Banana endorses gaming chairs too! Get him to give you 
one!” 

“What would I need that many gaming chairs for? We're not 
trying to play mahjong here. Anyway, our keyboards belong to 
the brand that Team Fruits endorse. Their keyboards are awe- 
some.” 

“Is Banana watching this live stream? Did he catch Lemon's 
hints? Quick, look and see what else he’s missing!” 

SVIP Guava: sure 

“Hey, Guava. Don’t listen to them. I don’t need anything.” 

‘Just needa be less oblivious.” 

“Actually, I’ve thought of what I need. I need fans who genu- 
inely like me,’ Ling Meng said earnestly. 

“Keep dreaming” 

“| like motivational streamers like you, always aiming for 
the stars” 

“Look at our little cute Lemon, striving for the impossible” 

“@Guava, @Banana, @Ba Nana. There. Three genuine 
fans” 

SVIP Guava: sure, y not 

“Guava, you don’t have to play along with these jerks.” 

“Where's our chief moderator? | have a feeling he’s going 
to ban Banana if this keeps up” 

“He’s cooking. We’ll go sneak up on him after we’re done 
with the tour.” 

There wasn't much in the room. Besides the two computers, 
the setup for live streaming and some Ikea furniture, there was a 
projector mounted across the wall. Watching matches with that 


was going to be amazing. Ling Meng moved on to the bedroom 
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next door. 

“Does anyone still remember this?” Ling Meng pointed at 
the huge lemon stuffed toy that was taking up one corner of 
the room. “We got it delivered from the bakery. Our friend and 
alumni Long An almost didn’t want to let it go. It’s become the 
shop's mascot.” 

He turned the camera around, bared his teeth and took a 
fearsome selfie with the stuffed toy. The viewers exclaimed how 
“terrifying” Ling Meng looked as they took snapshots, added a 
caption, and started sharing the new sticker online. 

“This is Mangod’s bedroom. There’s not much inside. Mrs 
Man bought the bedsheets. Who's Mrs Man? That’s Mangod’s 
mother. No, she didn’t disapprove of our relationship. She’s 
a really nice lady.” Ling Meng couldn’ stop the smile lifting 
the corner of his lips as he recalled his first meeting with Man 
Guoding’s mother. “I thought I was going to have a tough time 
trying to gain our parents’ approval, but apparently, I was the 
one who couldn’t get over the fact that we were dating. When 
do we plan to get married? Shut up! 

“This is the bathroom. I think we can skip that. What? You 
wanna take a look at the bathroom? How pervy are you? You 
wanna see how many toothbrushes he’s got in the vanity cab- 
inet? Well, Mangod’s the type of guy who keeps two sets of 
toothbrushes for himself. There’s nothing wrong with that! 

“Let's take a look at the living room. There’s nothing much 
there either. The flat came furnished. We'll start redecorating 
the place when we've got time. We're on a higher floor, so we've 
got a really great view.” Ling Meng showed the viewers the view 


outside. “You can see the entire Hushuo eSports District. If you 
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squint, you can see the headquarters of Team Fruits, Team Veg- 
gies, and other esports teams. This flat’s located near the tourna- 
ment venue too. 

“How long does it take to get to Team Fruits’ HQ? It’s a ten 
to fifteen minutes’ walk away. It’s just around the corner. You 
could probably set up a telescope here and take up a gig as an 
esports paparazzi.’ 

“What kinda job is that? Did u just invent that?” 

“After squatting behind the telescope for 3 days, you'll 
suddenly realise that gaming nerds don't get out of the house 
at all.” 

“Banana: If he can set up a telescope, so can I! Execute re- 
verse-paparazzi skill [smirks]” 

Genuinely worried that Ba Nana might reply to that sugges- 
tion with a “sure, y not’, Ling Meng hastily turned the camera 
away from the window and towards the kitchen. He placed his 
finger against his lips silently before tiptoeing towards the kitch- 
en. The viewers couldn't exactly see what he was doing, but they 
knew what he was up to. 

“Our team travels 18 grids on the battle map and hides be- 
hind the tall grass. Its getting ready to launch a sneak attack 
on the enemy” 

“The enemy is completely unaware of what’s going on and 
is still readying its units near its tower” 

“Our team strikes out of nowhere and follows up with a 
skill combo. First blood!” 

“Erm, I’m new here. Isn't this supposed to be a live stream- 
ing channel for Galaxy Legends?” 


The call of “first blood” marked the moment that Ling 
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Meng jumped out from behind the corner and a shocked Man 
Guoding hit the bottle of vinegar on the counter. Luckily, with 
his quick reflexes, he managed to right the bottle almost imme- 
diately, saving himself from further spillage. Nevertheless, the 
air was now filled with a strong smell of vinegar. Man Guoding 
stared at Ling Meng in exasperation. 

“I hope you had fun, you rascal.” 

The viewers in the channel replied in unison. 

“Yup the rascal had a lot of fun” 

“The rascal had so much fun” 

“The rascal had fun and contentment in equal measure” 

“And there's nothing u can do about it” 

Ling Meng wrinkled his nose in distaste. “That smells awful. 
I don’t like the sourish smell of vinegar. It’s nothing like the cit- 
rusy smell of lemons.” 

“That’s hardly my fault.” Man Guoding started cleaning the 
counter. His every move was being live streamed. This was the 
first time the viewers had seen Man Guoding in such a domestic 
setting. All sorts of comments flooded the channel instantly. 

“Mangod’s shown his temper. You still gonna take him on, 
Banana?” 

“Happy Mangod has gone offline. Jealous Mangod has en- 
tered the chat!” 

“| rate Househusband Mangod 10/10. His apron has a lem- 
on print!” 

“You're too good a chef uwu” 

“Mangod knows how to cook? He must be a member of 
the endangered species—homo amans rectus, aka good boy- 


friend” 
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“Tl let you in on a secret. Mangod doesn’t know how to 
cook. He started picking it up a few days ago.” 

“I don't see you complaining during mealtimes.” 

“Well, I have to say you're a quick learner. If I were the one 
who started learning how to cook a few days ago, I wouldn't be 
able to whip up anything that’s edible so quickly,” Ling Meng 
said placatingly. He couldn't afford to offend the guy who was 
feeding him. 

Ling Meng had said that he had given Man Guoding a chance 
because he brought him takeaway. That was the reason why Man 
Guoding decided to learn how to cook. Anyone could get take- 
away. What if someone who was willing to deliver Ling Meng 
takeaway and was a better gamer than Man Guoding came 
along? That person might end up stealing Ling Meng away from 
him. After all, the idiot only cared about food and gaming. Ling 
Meng had no idea that was the motivation for Man Guoding to 
pick up cooking. 

“What are we having for dinner tonight?” He asked as he 
peeked at the pot. “Braised pork ribs? I love pork ribs.” 

Man Guoding picked up a small piece of ribs with a pair of 
chopsticks and blew at the piping hot piece of meat. Then he 
fed it to Ling Meng. “How is it?” 

“It’s really tender,’ Ling Meng said as he chewed. “I think it 
can afford to be a little spicier.” 

“You think it should be spicier?” 

“Yeah. Where’s the jar of chilli sauce that my mum sent me?” 

While Ling Meng and Man Guoding went rummaging for 
spices, Man Guoding’s female fans cooed over the sweet ex- 


change that had just transpired. 
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“Guys, that was a classic shot taken from the boyfriend 
pov!” 

“Couldn't help opening my mouth as Mangod was feeding 
Lemon [smiles]” 

“That was an SSR tier screenshot!” 

“Watching live streaming is so much more fun than playing 
otome games. You don't have to pay to unlock SSRs!” 

That night, Ling Meng proved how amazing Man Guoding’s 
culinary skills were with the sheer amount of food he ate. Plenty 
of female viewers who had said that they were skipping dinner 
couldn’t stop themselves from ordering takeaway. They ended up 
fuming and declaring that they were never going to watch Ling 
Meng do mukbang again. As a culinary rookie, Man Guoding 
knew that he was just a mediocre cook. He stared at the com- 
ments on how delicious the food looked flooding the channel 
and smiled privately to himself. The viewers didn’t know Ling 
Meng like he did. This was the guy who would enjoy the buns 
from Canteen 2. To Ling Meng, only two types of food existed 
in the world—those that were delicious and those that were lit- 
erally inedible. There was no such thing as food that tasted bad. 

Ling Meng finally caught Man Guoding staring at him in the 
middle of gobbling down his food. Man Guoding wasn’t eating 
at all. Did the sight of him eating put Man Guoding off his din- 
ner? 

“Why aren’t you eating?” 

“T’m enjoying the fruits of my labour,’ Man Guoding replied 
honestly. 

“The fruits of your labour are on the table.” 


Man Guoding shook his head before grabbing a tissue and 
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wiping away the chilli oil staining the corner of Ling Meng’s lip. 

“Is there something on my lips?” Ling Meng licked the corner 
of his lips. “You should tuck in too. I don’t want your fans com- 
plaining that I didn’t leave anything for you.” 

Man Guoding had forgotten that Ling Meng was still live 
streaming. He glanced at the phone. Ba Nana had just sent Ling 
Meng a cat-yard. His message was displayed in the middle of the 
screen. Man Guoding read it. 

[Announcement]Guava has gifted Lemon a cat-yard with 
the following message: requesting lemon feeding pov 

“What's that supposed to mean?” Man Guoding asked. 

Ling Meng had just learnt about “boyfriend pov” from his 
fans and was in the right position to enlighten Man Guoding. 
“Basically, you angle the shot so that it looks as if you're feeding 
the viewer. It’s as if you're a couple.” 

“I see.” Man Guoding smiled before grabbing Ling Meng’s 
phone. Comments flooded the channel instantly. 

“Whats going on?” 

“Did the screen just fade to black?” 

“Who turned the lights off! | paid my utilities!” 

“Do you know how maddening it is to come across a scene 
that fades to black in a novel? Why is this happening in a live 
stream too?” 

“Prosperity, democracy, civility, harmony...” 

“How can a live stream fade to black? I’ve reported this” 

The black screen persisted for a few seconds. When the live 
stream resumed again, the viewers were greeted with same 
sight—Ling Meng and Man Guoding seated in their original 


positions. It was as if they hadn’t moved an inch at all. All that 
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seemed suspicious was the blush on Ling Meng’s cheeks. 

“T’'ve been thoroughly fed,” Man Guoding said with a poker 
face. 

Ling Meng blushed harder. He hadn't fed Man Guoding 
at all. Man Guoding was the one who stuck his tongue in his 
mouth. 

“| feel bad for Banana. He splurged on a cat-yard and all he 
got was a black screen” 

“Hasn't Mangod shown him that he's got a temper? Banana 
shouldn't have pushed him” 

“| think we learnt a lesson today. You might not get a SSR 
card even if you pay good money for one” 

“Banana, congratulations on unlocking Unlucky Streak!” 

After dinner, Ling Meng settled down in front of his comput- 
er and got ready for a little gaming to help with his digestion. 
There was still some time before Man Guoding had to start his 
live stream. Man Guoding had logged into his channel without 
starting the session. He had a book in his hands and was flipping 
through it quietly. If you didn’t know, you might think he was 
reading some classic like One Hundred Years of Solitude. In reali- 
ty, he was reading 300 Recipes for Home-cooked Meals. 

After moving into his new place, Man Guoding had stopped 
turning his camera on during live streams again. He always had 
some excuse or another for not doing so. His desperate fans 
pleaded with Ling Meng to do something about it and to con- 
vince his man to turn on his camera. 

“Why don’t you turn on the camera? Your female fans are 
flooding my channel with complaints,” said Ling Meng after see- 


ing the danmu on Man Guoding’s screen. They were filled with 
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“What did you do? They sound seriously upset. Just look 
at the vulgarities they are spewing. It’s terrible.” Ling Meng 
thought about it for some time but simply couldn't recall any- 
thing that had caused a commotion in the esports community 
recently. 

Man Guoding’s gaze shifted away from his book and onto 
Ling Meng. 

“You're right. They’ve gone too far,’ he said after a long mo- 
ment. He turned his mic on. “Is the moderator online? Start 
banning the users who keep going on about fucking Lemon.” 

The profanities vanished instantly. The channel was flooded 
with apologies directed at Ling Meng instead. 

Ling Meng was utterly bewildered and more than a little 
annoyed. At that moment, he couldn't care less about whether 
Man Guoding turned his camera on or not. He huffed in annoy- 
ance and clicked on the link that a viewer sent him. 

Everyone knew that Ling Meng loved watching videos and 
would send him random links to funny or stupid videos to dis- 
tract him while he waited to be matched with another player 
during ranked matches. 

Well, the video that started playing wasn’t funny or stupid at 
all. In fact, it was kind of heartwarming. The person who posted 
the video had put together clips from Ling Meng’s and Man 
Guoding’s live stream sessions and made a sweet music video 
showing their first time checking into a room at a cybercafé to- 
gether; Man Guoding watching over Ling Meng at the hospital 
as he recovered from his surgery; their day helping out at the 


bakery and the secret birthday celebration for Ling Meng; and 
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snippets of their regular live streaming sessions together. 

Ling Meng couldn't imagine anyone lovingly collecting every 
live stream recording they had made together. Watching the 
video was like reliving the romantic journey that he and Man 
Guoding had embarked on together. The music playing in the 
background as the videos played made everything seem so much 
sweeter. He transformed back into the adorable streamer he 
had been when he first started live streaming. His lips curled 
upwards into a sweet smile. His dimples looked positively ador- 
able. 

“Whoever edited and posted that video? Thanks. It must’ve 
been a lot of work.” 

“Yup, thank you. The adorable Lemon who grew up on 
cuteness is back again!” 

“Hey, I’ve never stopped being cute,’ Ling Meng retorted. “If 
I haven't been cute enough recently, it’s ‘cause there hasn’t been 
much to be cute about.” 

“Take all the kibbles that you want! That enough to feed 
your cute little self?” 

Ling Meng beamed. “Thanks! This lemon is gonna grow two 
sizes in cuteness.” 

“| think the sight of that sweet smile just gave me cavities. | 
need a dentist, stat!” 

“Aww, well, think of how slim your face will look after remov- 
ing a tooth or two.” 

“| think my blood sugar just went up. | need an insulin shot” 

“Which back-alley doctor diagnosed you with diabetes?” 

Some viewers praised the choice of music for the video. 


“10/10 for the bgm. i think this song’s perfect for Mangod 
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“T like it too,” Ling Meng said as he opened a search engine 
on one of his tabs. “What’s the name of the song?” 

“It’s called ‘Perchance, We Met’ by my favourite singer. | 
highly recommend it to everyone!” 

“me too! the first time i heard it, | thought it was the perfect 
song for mangod and mengmeng too!” 

Ling Meng keyed in the title of the song, clicked on the link 
that popped up, and set the song on repeat. A lovely voice that 
sounded as smooth as honey slid out from his speakers and filled 
the room with sweet, low notes. A voice that was the union of 
sweet mango, fragrant mangosteen, and tangy apple resonated 
in both live streams at the same time. 

“Through all our tears and laughter, we gaze upon the night 
sky, and count the stars shining bright...” 

Ling Meng started lip syncing and swaying his head along 
with the music. He wasn’t going to sing it out loud and ruin the 
song. 

“Why not stop at lip syncing? Sing it out loud and proud!” 

“Mengmeng's jumped ship for a new fave song. Don't you 
love me anymore? Can you hear the sound of my heart break- 
ing?” 

“Music streamer spotted lip syncing. I’ve reported it.” 

Everyone lost themselves in the music. It was then that the 
song stopped suddenly, upsetting quite a few viewers. 

“Hey, it’s a nice song. Why did you pause it?” 

“T didn’t,” Ling Meng retorted. “Maybe it’s the wonky inter- 
net connection.” 


As Ling Meng desperately tried to reconnect to the internet, 
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to no avail, he heard someone singing in the room. 

“And as we sing to times gone by, we learn from this song, oh 
why we hold on tight, you and I...” 

Man Guoding was sprawled comfortably on his chair, singing 
softly to himself while immersed in his cookery book. This was 
the first time Ling Meng had heard Man Guoding sing. Even 
though the guy wasn’t a singer, he sounded great and looked 
cool doing it. Ling Meng was blown away. He was the only 
person who could see Man Guoding right now. All the viewers 
could see on their screen was Ling Meng’s profile as he gazed off 
at something. 

“Who's the one singing?” 

“Killing me softly with his song...my eyes are raining, sky’s 
weeping, | don’t want you to leave” 

“Nice remix!” 

“Is that Mangod? Is Mangod the one singing?” 

“Lemon Daddy, can u turn the camera and show us where 
Mangod is? We wanna see him sing too! Pretty please!” 

“Just look at Mengmeng, guys. He's not listening. Not to us, 
anyway.” 

The internet connection started working again, and the video 
continued to play. Man Guoding finally realised that Ling Meng 
was gazing at him. He looked up and stared straight into Ling 
Meng’s eyes as a voice as sweet as mango, mangosteen, and apple 
and as smooth as honey filled the room with sweet, low notes. 
Ling Meng looked dazed, a little confused, and captivated. It 
was the same look that Man Guoding imagined he had had in 
his own eyes when he saw Ling Meng win the race during Sports 


Day. Perchance, Man Guoding synced up with the chorus. He 
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stared right into Ling Meng’s eyes as he continued singing the 
second half of the chorus. 

“And so perchance, you and I meet, now our lives’ forever 
changed. My eyes are raining, the sky’s weeping, I don’t want 
you to leave. 

“And so perchance, you and I meet, leaving memories in my 
head. If we meet again, I think I'll recall your name.’ 

Ling Meng stared silently as Man Guoding sang. Some time 
later, he finally turned back to the screen and stared stupidly 
into the camera. 


“Shit. Some people are really like stars. I think I just got 
blinded by one.’ 


Honestly, Ling Meng still couldn’t get over the fact that Man 
Guoding had bought a flat of his own. He knew that most fresh 
university graduates couldn't afford the down payment for a flat. 
Unfortunately, he happened to know Man Guoding—one of 
the few who could. It made the impact seem more real. 

It didn’t help that Ling Meng knew that Man Guoding didn’t 
plan on staying a professional streamer forever. He had plans to 
become an esports commentator in the future. After considering 
all the relevant facts and all his options, Man Guoding decided 
to try commentating for two professional matches. He ended up 
getting ten percent of all viewership during the matches, which 
was a formidable feat for an amateur commentator. With Kat- 
Fu’s enthusiastic help, Man Guoding received his first formal 
invite as a guest commentator for a live event. It was a huge step 
towards the goal he had set for himself. 


After spending so much time together, Ling Meng had learnt 
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that Man Guoding was someone who knew what he wanted. He 
wanted to be a live streamer, so he became a live streamer. He 
was interested in Ling Meng, so he went after him. He wanted 
to be a commentator, so he became a commentator. He was al- 
ways working towards his goals and never strayed from them. 

What about Ling Meng? He was an aimless young man 
who was whiling his time away. He became a live streamer on a 
whim. While he did enjoy it, he wouldn't go so far as to sign a 
contract with a company and be forced to live stream every day, 
same time, same channel. Before he met Man Guoding, he had 
thought that he still had a lot of time before he graduated, but 
now, he realised that it was never too early to plan for his future. 

Ling Meng’s middle school track and field coach was a huge 
influence on him. There was a period in his life when Ling Meng 
had thought about becoming a physical education teacher in 
middle school. Then he met Man Daren and decided against it. 
After some thought, Ling Meng realised that the only thing that 
he never lost interest in was Galaxy Legends. He liked the good 
people he had met in the community. He wanted to stay in this 
community. 

Team Fruits was recruiting people. Some people had tagged 
Ling Meng in the comments under the recruitment post. After 
looking at the postings, Ling Meng found the only vacancy that 
he was eligible for—personal assistant. His job would be to or- 
der takeaway and pick up deliveries for the team and give them 
massages. He told Man Guoding about his intention to apply 
for the job. Man Guoding disapproved of the idea. 

“Why would you pick Team Fruits? You're going to end up 


having to deal with Ba Nana's headaches and aching arms every 
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day. If you really want to be a personal assistant, you could work 
for me instead. I'll pay you.” 

Ling Meng didn’t want to be on Man Guoding’s payroll. Just 
as luck would have it, a producer of an online variety show came 
knocking on his door while he was mulling over the matter. The 
producer painted a great picture of the variety show that he was 
working on. 

“Gamers form the majority of our viewers. It might not be 
broadcast on traditional TV stations, but it’s an extremely popu- 
lar show. Thanks to its popularity, it’s been chosen as the official 
variety show that’s shown between breaks during tournament 
matches. The interviewer who was in charge of doing the report- 
ing has taken ill, and we urgently need someone to take over for 
a few episodes. It'll only take up a few hours of your time every 
week. We need someone who’ a familiar face in the Galaxy Leg- 
ends community, and I think you're the best person for the job, 
Lemon Daddy.” 

Ling Meng thought the job was perfect for him, so he ac- 
cepted the offer. Then he realised that he had been duped. The 
producer hadn't lied to him. The name of the show was I'm not 
an Anti, the most popular show with the most hits that was 
well-received by millions of Galaxy Legends players online. Ev- 
ery episode, the host of the programme was tasked with asking 
pro gamers difficult questions that hit them where it hurt. Inter- 
viewees were regularly rendered speechless, and fights frequent- 
ly broke out. As the saying went in the entertainment industry, 
“you give the audience what they want’. The host often had to 
risk his life to put on a good show for his viewers. Ling Meng 


didn’t really believe that the allegedly sick interviewer he was 
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filling in for was truly sick. Nevertheless, he had agreed to the 
job. There was nothing he could do but to keep his chin up and 
take whatever came his way. 

The internet went crazy when the trailer for the next episode 
of I'm not an Anti was posted. The 30-second video was shared 
more than four thousand times. While the producer had expect- 
ed a positive response from the viewers, he had not expected 
such incredible anticipation even before the actual episode was 
broadcast. Before he had started live streaming, Ling Meng had 
gained infamy for snarking at other players. After he started 
live streaming, everyone knew what he looked like—a harmless 
young man whose cutting comments now appeared so endearing 
when they came from such an adorable face. Now the adorable 
Ling Meng was going to turn his snarky comments on actual 
professional gamers. Would he show them what Lemon Daddy 
was truly made of ? Would he end up being thrashed by the pro 
gamers? That was the subject that was trending in the Galaxy 
Legends community. 

Many Galaxy Legends streamers ended up taking a break 
from gaming minutes before the episode was uploaded. Instead 
of gaming, they went to the variety show's official account and 
kept refreshing it religiously, waiting for the second that the epi- 
sode was posted so that they could share the post. 

Man Guoding was no different. He started his live stream 
half an hour earlier and went to the extent of turning his camera 
on. He exploited his channel’s popularity and promoted Ling 
Meng’s debut as an interviewer. Meanwhile, Ling Meng live 
streamed himself playing a PVE match and refused to switch to 


watching the variety show despite his viewers’ pleas. 
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“Why should we watch it?” he said coolly. “It’s a terrible 
show. I’m not watching it. You shouldn't watch it either.” 

The episode was finally posted online. As Man Guoding 
watched, his shoulders would shudder with uncontrollable 
laughter every now and then. The curious Ling Meng couldn’t 
stop himself from stealing glances at Man Guoding. He was 
dying to know the segment of the interview that had Man 
Guoding so entertained. 

Ling Meng’s first guest on the show was Yan Mu from Team 
Veggies. 

“Hi, I’m from the variety show I'm not an Anti. Could you 
spare me a few minutes of your time?” 

Yan Mu, who was in the middle of a game, turned around. 
“Meng-” 

“You can call me Lemon!” 

“Hi, Lemon,” Yan Mu said as he choked back his laughter. 
The graphic of a sweat drop appeared on Yan Mu’s temple, sug- 
gesting that he had just had a close call. “I didn’t know you host- 
ed this show.” 

“This is my first day at work,” Ling Meng said, a little flum- 
moxed. “Haven't you been on this show before?” 

“Tm a regular guest.” 

“Shouldn't you know who the interviewer is?” 

“He always wore a helmet.” 

Ling Meng’s eyes widened in shock before narrowing in sus- 
picion. 

“I didn’t get a helmet.” 

“Maybe you're not qualified to have one.” 


A cartoon helmet popped into place over Ling Meng’s head. 
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There, he got his helmet now. Meanwhile, Yan Mu had turned 
towards the camera and started introducing himself. 

“Hi, guys. I’m Yam from Team Veggies.” 

Ling Meng collected himself and started reading from the 
cards in his hands. “Yam, you've played four tournaments and 
gotten second place for three. Is your lucky number ‘two’?” 

“Actually, ‘one’ is my lucky number. I have no idea why I’ve 
gotten first runner-up three times. Maybe I was extra lucky. Af- 
ter all, one plus one equals two. Maybe one day, I’ll just have the 
normal amount of luck. That might be when my team comes in 
number one.” 

[math whiz.gif] 

“T heard that Team Tuber offered you a ten-million contract. 
Why didn’t you transfer to their team? Do you think ten mil- 
lion is pocket change?” 

“They promised to pay me half a million in cash and the re- 
maining 9.5 million in potatoes, in instalments. I didn’t think I 
could finish all those potatoes in my lifetime and so sadly, I had 
to decline their offer.” 

[yam buried in potatoes.gif] 

Ling Meng widened his eyes in surprise. “Are you serious?” 

“Of course not. That’s just a rumour. If you believe it, you 
should eat more potatoes. It’s good for the brain.” 

[arrow pointing at Ling Meng: innocence is bliss] 

“If we rank our players by their looks, you would’ve clinched 
the championship for the Galaxy Legends tournament a long 
time ago, Ling Meng said. 

“Did a troll say that? Real fans would’ve been embarrassed to 


say something like that.” 
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“You should give up on your dream of becoming the cham- 
pion. Why not retire and become a streamer? I'll be your sugar 
daddy.” 

“T could sell pastries on the street while you steal and sell sto- 
len scooters. Sounds like a good idea. I'll think about it.” 

“Team Veggies’ members aren't allowed to date. They’re try- 
ing to tear us apart.” 

“On behalf of the team and its management, I would like to 
express our regret for your loss.” 

[we're so terribly sorry.avi] 

“You're older than Banana, but you've never beaten him in a 
solo match before. Shouldn't you be ashamed of yourself ?” 

“I might be older than him, but he got into esports earlier 
than I did and got more experience. I don’t think it’s strange for 
a gamer to lose to someone more experienced than he is. Watch 
out though. Someday, I’m going to catch up, and it won't be 
pretty for him when it happens. Until then, I’ll keep working 
hard. I’m not gonna give up.” 

“Bananas a lot younger than you,’ Ling Meng reminded Yan 
Mu. “He's got time. He can outlast you.” 

“Sure, age is an important factor for an esports athlete, but 
so is your condition. At the moment, I’ve still got room for 
improvement. Anyway, you shouldn't be biased towards him be- 
cause he’s your fan. I’m secretly a fan of yours too. Is the gaming 
chair comfortable?” 

“Tt is... hey, this is just a temporary gig for me. You guys didn’t 
have to bribe me.’ 

Yan Mu laughed. “I mean, it'd be nice if you could sing prais- 


es of me when you interview Banana.” 
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Ling Meng’s second guest was Pan Apo. 

“Hi, guys! I’m Pineapple from Team Fruits. Do I look fa- 
miliar to any one of you? I’m a fan of Lemon Daddy. I'd like to 
thank him for all the joy he brings me during my free time out- 
side of training.” 

“Erm, you're welcome. Let’s get straight to the questions. 
You're a guy who cries easily. You cry when you win a match, 
you cry when you lose one. Do you get upset about nasty online 
comments and cry?” 

“During the first tournament that I played as a member of 
the main team, we suffered quite a few devastating losses. Many 
fans blamed me for that. When I checked social media, 99 out 
of a hundred posters would tell me that esports isn’t for me. 
They accused me of faking my tears. That was the first and only 
time I got so upset that I cried.” 

[weeping pineapple.gif] 

“So, you learnt something from that experience.” 

“Nope. I uninstalled the app.’ 

Ling Meng gaped. 

[Weeping app.gif] 

“So, you couldn't beat anyone in a 1V1. That’s why you end 
up getting hollered at and ordered around by Banana in 5VS.” 

“Now, let me set things straight. That is a strategy that our 
coach came up with for our team, one where I’m usually the 
one acting as bait or buying time for the rest of the team. Any- 
way, can you imagine me hollering at and ordering our captain 
around instead?” asked Pan Apo with a look of terror on his 
face. Ling Meng tried to imagine it. He shuddered. 

[pineapple goes woof.gif] 
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“As a pro gamer, can you explain why your ranking regularly 
drops from God tier to Diamond tier?” 

“Actually, I can. My teammates usually do solo ranked match- 
es, but I enjoy playing 3V3 or 5V5 ranked matches. I can’t pos- 
sibly carry the whole team during these matches. Besides, some- 
times, you run into trashy players.” 

“Why do you insist on playing 3V3 or 5V5 then?” asked Ling 
Meng. 

“Well, I like the element of uncertainty. It’s what makes gam- 
ing so fun!” 

Ling Meng rolled his eyes. Pan Apo was probably just bored. 

“This is gonna change though. We've got new team rules. 
Your pay gets deducted if you don’t hit Godhood by the end 
of the month. Guys, you can only fight me if you're at God tier 
now. 

[weeping players who are trash at the game.gif] 

“Did you know you've been hailed as the most childish player 
in the Galaxy Legends tournament?” 

“T'll take that title and hold on to it forever.” 

“You're also known as the official interpreter of Banana’s fa- 
cial expressions.” 

“Seriously? Don’t you think he’s got his thoughts written all 
over his face?” 

[banana with a poker face.jpg] 

“What do you say to the people who think that the only rea- 
son that you work so hard is because you're terrified of Banana?” 

“Come on, he can be terrifying at times. I remember when I 
first added him. No matter what I texted him, he would reply 


with a full stop or the letter k. He didn’t seem approachable at 
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all. Things have gotten a lot better now.’ 

“Did he become chattier after you got to know him better?” 

“Nope, but sometimes he'd reply with stickers instead. It 
makes him seem friendlier.” 

“What kind of stickers?” 

“Yours.” 

Ling Meng wanted to facepalm. Honestly, it was his fault for 
asking. 

[you're too OP uwu.gif] 

“One last comment. Please don’t ever sing when you're live 
streaming again.” 

“Why not? Honestly, my fans don’t know how to appreci- 
ate my singing. Lemon Daddy, why don’t you be the judge of 
whether I should keep singing during streams?” 

Ling Meng remembered the advice that the producer had 
urged him to heed and shot to his feet hastily. “And that’s the 
end of the interview. Gotta go, bye!” 

“Wait, don’t go. I have a song for you!” Pan Apo tugged hard 
on Ling Meng’s sleeve. “Pineapple and pen, pineapple and pen, 
here we go, here we go...” 

[lemon daddy: ded] 

Ling Meng’s third guest was the terrifying Avocado from 
Team Fruits. 

“Hi, guys, I’m Avocado from Team Fruits.” 

“Erm, apparently, your antis only have one thing to say to 
you—everyone is of the view that of all the fruits, avocados taste 
the yuckiest. That is why they would like you to withdraw from 
the fruit community.” 


Fu Kaduo rolled his sleeves up. “Coach, shut the doors. This 
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guy isn't going anywhere.” 

Ling Meng widened his eyes in alarm. What was going on? 

[lemon daddy: ded x 2] 

It was out of sheer luck that Ling Meng made it to his fourth 
guest. 

“Please introduce yourself?’ 

“I’m Banana from Team Fruits.” 

“Here’s a question from your antis. Will you ever show some 
love to your fans?” 

“Maybe if they start sending me cat-yards.” 

“But you don’t live stream,’ Ling Meng asked in confusion. 

“That’s right.” 

[banana: take a hint, guys] 

“Please give other pro gamers a chance, especially Yam.” 

“Why? Because he gave you a gaming chair?” 

“No!” Ling Meng said in bewilderment. “That wasn’t from 
me. I’m just reading out comments from the antis.” 

“The sponsor just gave us a set of routers.” 

“Erm, sure.” 

“They're quite good.” 

“Okay?” 

“Do you want one?” 

“You know we're filming right now, right? Can we edit that 
out?” said Ling Meng as he gave the director a pleading look. 
The director gestured “OK”. Obviously, he didn’t do it. The 
word “SURPRISE” popped up on screen. 

“You're the richest gamer in the league,” said Ling Meng. “If 
you're unhappy with a new version of the game, would you con- 


sider buying out the game maker and forcing them to modify 
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the game?” 

“If you want things done quickly, it’s better to bribe the proj- 
ect manager instead.” 

“How long did you have to stay single so that you have time 
to train and achieve your level of APM?” 

“Forever.” 

“Can you remember the password to your socials?” 

“No.” 

“You picked Aliens, and you couldn’t even beat a streamer.” 

“There are streamers who play very well too. For example, 
take...” Ba Nana stared at Ling Meng for a few seconds. “Never 
mind. His singing is great though.” 

“If I may ask a question, do you think my singing’s good be- 
cause your benchmark is Pan Apo?” 

“That's right.” 

[lemon daddy: dedder than ded] 

The episode officially ended there, but there were some 


bloopers at the end as the credits started to roll. 


“Thanks for doing the interview, Banana.” 
“What about the router?” 


“Thanks for that too.” 


“I heard someone’s convinced Daren to join Team Fruits,” 
said Yan Mu. 

“And that’s the end of the interview. Gotta go, bye!” 

“It’s alright. I’m not bothered,’ said Yan Mu before hollering 
at someone at the door. “Ba Keli, come over and say ‘hi’!” 


A young boy who looked like a mini version of Ba Nana 
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peeped through the doorway, then vanished when he realised 
that they were in the middle of filming something. 
“Who was that??” 
“That’s Ba Keli. He’s determined to beat his brother at Ga/- 
axy Legends. That’s why he signed up for our youth training 
camp. He'll be joining the tournament next year. Please tell Ba- 


nana that Team Veggies isn’t always gonna be a pushover.” 


“Lalala... lalala... no more sad endings for me...” sang Pan 


Apo. 


“As the Galaxy Legends player with the most antis, do you 
have anything you would like to say to them?” asked a mysteri- 
ous person whose face was pixelated. 

“Well, you know how kids go through their rebellious teen- 
age phase? Daddy understands.” 

“Thank you for your comment.” 

“Hold on a second. Who are you? I’ve never seen you around 
before.” 

“Hi, guys, ’m Antelope from Team Animals. I’m just pop- 
ping by to say ‘hi’ and tell you that Soulless OL is an amazing 
game and that Bright is super hot!” 

“Director, we've got someone inserting ads into the episode.” 


“Oops, sorry to interrupt. Bye!” 


As expected, this episode of Im Not an Anti was a huge 
success, reaching a record-breaking number of views within a 
mere hour after it was posted. No other videos on the site had 


as many danmu as the episode did. Tens of thousands of viewers 
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flocked to the show’s official account and clamoured for Ling 
Meng to be a regular host. The past host also showed his fervent 
support with multiple comments. Ba Nana's fans were also eager 
to keep Ling Meng on the show. They had never seen Ba Nana 
speak so much on any other variety shows and were determined 
to have Ling Meng, the guy who could make Ba Nana talk, stick 
around. 

The producer sent Ling Meng a message and tactfully told 
him the masses’ call for him to keep hosting the show. He 
praised Ling Meng’s unique and rare gift for entertainment and 
lamented about the show’s dismal ratings before Ling Meng 
turned up. Without Ling Meng around, they might have to can- 
cel the show. 

Despite proclaiming that he wasn’t going to watch the epi- 
sode, Ling Meng ended up watching it a few times on his phone 
late at night while hidden under the covers. He had almost fin- 
ished reading all the danmu and comments when Man Guoding 
found him the next morning, eyes bloodshot from staying up 
all night. He seemed a bit torn when he told Man Guoding, “I 


think I know what I wanna do in the future.” 


Man Guoding knew that Ling Meng wouldn't stray from his 
goals once he had set them, just like how he wouldn't stop rac- 
ing until he reached the finishing line. 

From that day onwards, eating and gaming were no longer 
the only two activities that occupied Ling Meng’s mind every 
day. He would start watching different kinds of Galaxy Leg- 
ends videos as soon as he had some time on his hands—from 


light-hearted post-match interviews and variety shows to serious 
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talk shows. He watched them while he ate, before he slept, and 
while he was walking from place to place. 

He listened attentively to Man Guoding as the latter com- 
mentated on tournament matches and came up with interview 
questions right before the matches ended. He visited different 
online forums that buzzed with Galaxy Legends activities and 
collected new and interesting news and trivia about the game. 
These titbits became a natural part of his live streams. Before he 
realised it, the number of viewers who tuned in to his channel 
had doubled. 

With some help from the producer of Im Not an Anti, he 
got to play journalist at a major tournament for a day and inter- 
view teams that he wasn’t familiar with. To make sure that he 
didn’t embarrass himself and look like a noob, he spent a week 
researching the players. The desk that Man Guoding had got for 
himself ended up being annexed by Ling Meng and taken over 
by stacks of his handwritten notes and post-its. 

Meanwhile, voting for the annual Galaxy Legends award cere- 
mony had begun. Man Guoding snapped a photo of Ling Meng 
hard at work at his desk and posted it in a bid to win more votes 
for Ling Meng. 

@Mangosteen: i've been thinking. is love like a filter? be- 
cause everything this person does draws me towards him. 
and then i see him Like this. nobody can resist a person who 
shines with passion and determination as he works hard to 
achieve his dream. this is the kind of guy you should vote 
for. vote for @lLemon [a lemon hard at work.jpg] 

Yan Mu jumped on the bandwagon as well. 


@Yam: please support my brother-in-law... i mean lem- 
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on daddy! and vote for him [doggo] @Lemon [daddy’s not 
gonna hit me for being a Little naughty.gif] 

He was followed by Pan Apo, who started singing. 

@Pineapple: | wonder how, | wonder why, yesterday, you 
told me ‘bout the blue, blue sky, and all that | can see is 
just a yellow Lemon tree... using my lovely voice and calling 
everyone to vote for @Lemon daddy! [vote if you want me 
to stop singing Lol.gif] 

The official account for [7 Not an Anti joined in the fun too. 

@ImNotAnAnti: The next episode of I’m Not an Anti is 
going to be the final episode that Lemon Daddy is hosting. 
If you’re like us and want Lemon daddy to continue hosting, 
please vote for @Lemon. Who knows? Lemon Daddy might 
win the Most Popular Male Streamer award and end up so 
happy about it that he stays on with us [hopeful] [9-grid 
Layout of lemon daddy’s emojis.gif] 

Nobody could believe their eyes when Ba Nana, the guy who 
allegedly forgot his account password, posted not once but 
twice. 

@Banana: vote for @Lemon 

@Guava: reblogging//@Banana: vote for @Lemon 

FanA: Banana-sama, have you finally remembered that 
you have not one but two accounts? 

FanB: Today marks the day Banana finally recalled the 
password to his socials 

FanC: [lemon daddy: can you remember the password to 
your account? banana: no.jpg] 

FanD: We gotta thank Lemon Daddy for curing Banana of 


his amnesia 
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FanE: i thought something went wrong with my subscrip- 
tion alerts when i got the notification 

FanF: i realised something was wrong with my subscrip- 
tion alerts when i didn’t get the notification 

FanG: i was so happy when i received the alert. i thought 
the GL god was finally gonna show his fans some Love. 
turns out the love was for his own god 

FanH: banana’s dishing out both time and money to 
support his fave streamer. hope his efforts pay off this time 
[doggo] 

Ling Meng knew that there was no way he could beat Man 
Guoding when it came to popularity, so he took the multiple 
calls to vote for Lemon for what they were—just a bit of good 
fun. When it came to his live streams, he too jokingly asked his 
viewers to vote for him. 

“Vote for me, guys, so that I can top Mangod on the ranking 
board.” 

“Somebody help this child. This is the only way he’s gonna 
top Mangod.” 

“By the way, will there be tons of fans at the event? You 
know, the sort who'll come with signs?” Ling Meng asked Man 
Guoding. 

“Probably.” 

“What if nobody turns up with my sign that day? That'll be 
so cringe.” 

“Aren't you walking down the red carpet with me? I'll hold a 
sign for you as we walk down the red carpet. That'll be the big- 
gest flex of the entire event.” 


“Stop joking around.” Ling Meng laughed and gave Man 
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Guoding a light shove. “Maybe I should hire a few people to 
hold my sign. Does anyone know how much that will cost?” 

“50 for a sign and 100 to do it for the whole day” 

“Hire me! I'll bring my own sign!” 

“Hire me at half the price!” 

Ling Meng beamed smugly. He could almost imagine the 
fans cheering him on loudly as he sauntered down the red car- 
pet. “What should you guys put on the signs? ‘Lemon Daddy, 
call me maybe’?” 

“Let's leave that for Mangod's sign, kthxbye” 

“| have a feeling my number's gonna end up being blocked” 

“Lemon Daddy: is that gonna stay up? Mangod: yes daddy” 

“Mangod: gotta keep it up and erect or Mengmeng's gonna 
be mad” 

“How did we turn a perfectly family friendly conversation 
NC17?" 

“Guys, you said you'll turn up with signs. Where's the moder- 
ator? Ban the lying liars who decided to break their promises.” 

Ling Meng hadn't meant anything by it, but his fans took his 
words seriously. A few of his antis who held some clout in the 
fan club had a private discussion about the event. They might 
have been making fun of him most of the time, but they weren't 
going to let their beloved Lemon Daddy embarrass himself at 
a major event. They raised some funds and ordered a whole 
bunch of LED signs so that they could blind everyone at the red 
carpet. Never underestimate the antis. They knew how to cause 
a scene. 

Man Guoding’s female fans heard about what Ling Meng’s 


fans were going to do and decided that they had to act as well. 
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After all, their beloved Mangod’s reputation was at stake here. 
That kicked off another round of secretive discussions among 
his fans. 

Ba Nana's fans caught wind of what Ling Meng’s and Man 
Guoding’s fans were doing. As the fans of the most popular 
player in the professional Galaxy Legends league, they realised 
they had to do something unless they wanted to be outdone by 
the other fans. They too decided to preorder their own, equally 
blinding LED signs. A battle quietly broke out among the three 
factions before the actual award ceremony took place. 

On the day of the event, Ling Meng and Man Guoding 
alighted from the limousine that the sponsors had thoughtfully 
prepared for them and were greeted with a spectacular sight. 
On the left side of the red carpet stood the trolling antis of Ling 
Meng. Eight fans in the first row held a huge LED sign that 
read, “Lemon Daddy, Always Be My Daddy”. 

Clustered next to them was Man Guoding’s fan club with an 
equally blinding LED sign that went, “Mangod: Man with the 
Face of a God”. 

Standing on the opposite side of the red carpet was Ba Nana's 
fan club. Their LED sign looked suspiciously similar to the first 
two signs. It was almost as if it had come from the same shop. 
In a font that was identical to the ones used for the other two 
signs, the sign spelt out, “Nobody Steals My Daddy From Me 
and Lives”. 

Ling Meng gaped at the sight before him. After a long mo- 
ment, he turned towards Man Guoding and whispered furiously 
into his ear. “Is it too late for me to leave now? This is so em- 


barrassing. I would’ve much preferred ‘Lemon Daddy, Call Me 
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Maybe’!” 

Man Guoding smiled as he reached for Ling Meng’s hand 
and tugged him gently towards the red carpet. “Smile. There's a 
camera at your 11 oclock.” 

“Shit,” he muttered before mustering an awkward smile at the 
camera. 

Kat-Fu live streamed the entire event. Fans who couldn’ at- 
tend the award ceremony in person could watch the live stream 
in bed while munching on snacks and snickering at the enter- 
taining danmu scrolling across the screen. 

“Mangod in a suit! 10/10!” 

“Guys look so hot in suits!” 

“lL agree. So hot” 

“Why ain't nobody talking about Mengmeng? He's wearing 
one too!” 

“Guys in black suits look hot. Guys in white suits just look 
like a twink” 

“Loving the difference in height” 

“Are you sure they're game streamers, not a boy band?” 

“Mangod and Lemon Daddy, hand in hand, walking down 
the aisle. It’s almost like they're getting married” 

“Hand in hand? Looks to me like Mangod is dragging Lem- 
on Daddy to the altar. Just look at the sulky look on Lemon 
Daddy's face” 

“| think Banana’s the one who's sulking. The guy who de- 
signed the sign must be a man after his own heart” 

“I've reported Banana’s fans for attacking Mangod” 

After signing autographs for their fans, Ling Meng and Man 


Guoding were stopped for a short interview before entering the 
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venue. 

“Are you confident about your chances of winning anything 
today?” 

Ling Meng and Man Guoding exchanged a look with each 
other. 

“Tm really confident of his chances of winning something,’ 
Ling Meng said. 

“But youre not confident of yours?” 

“T’m like soy sauce. I’m just tagging along and here to spice 
things up.” 

The host thrust the mic at Man Guoding. “How about Man- 
god? What do you think?” 

“Like Mengmeng, I’m just here to spice things up.” 

“Alright then. Last question. What do you guys have against 
Chilli from Team Condiments? Did he do something wrong?” 

Ling Meng tried his hardest not to roll his eyes. 

“LOLOLOLOLOL” 

“Chilli’s there going, wth?” 

“Chilli: do your lovey dovey thing and keep me out of it” 

“Chilli: anyone called?” 

“There he was, sitting quietly in the venue when someone 
spoke his name and reminded him that he was still single” 

The award ceremony started with a speech from one of the 
executives from the developers of Galaxy Legends. He shared a 
couple of good news with the audience. Firstly, the number of 
active players had doubled. Secondly, they had broken the re- 
cord for number of viewers watching the Galaxy Legends tour- 
nament. Thirdly, the company had brokered an agreement with 


several prestigious universities in Hushuo to establish a gaming 
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track for excellent pro gamers who would be awarded with a 
certification of graduation from said universities for completing 
the minimum number of course credits. 

Next came the awards for players. Pan Apo was named Best 
New Player and Yan Mu Player with the Most Progress. As ev- 
eryone expected, the awards for Most Popular Player, which was 
determined through the people’s vote, and MVP of the Year, 
went to Ba Nana. Similarly, nobody was surprised when Team 
Fruits was awarded Best Team of the Year. 

Then came the awards for streamers. The first award that was 
announced—also the award that Ling Meng had the highest 
chance of getting—was for Best New Streamer. Ling Meng, the 
guy who snarked at everyone fearlessly, without regard for the 
consequences, broke out into cold sweat when his name turned 
up in the list of nominees on the screen. Man Guoding patted 
him lightly on the thigh, away from the roaming lenses of the 
cameras, in an attempt to calm him down. 

The host opened the envelope. “The Best New Streamer 
award goes to...” 

The cameras zoomed in on the faces of the five nominees, 
which were then projected onto the screen. Rookies to the 
game, they clearly hadn’t learnt how to school their expressions 
yet. The look of nervousness and anticipation on their faces was 
as clear as day. 

“.Passionfruit!” 

“Oh man, it’s not Lemon Daddy? | feel so bad for him” 

“Mengmeng looks like he’s trying not to cry” 

“IL can’t watch this. I’m gonna gift Lemon Daddy a cat tree 


to make him feel better” 
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Ling Meng bit his lips and started clapping alongside the 
rest. He would be lying if he said that he wasn’t disappointed. 
Passionfruit went on stage to receive his prize. He looked elated 
giving his thank you speech. Meanwhile, Ling Meng struggled 
to hide his disappointment, keep a smile on his face, and keep 
on clapping. The camera was still on him. 

Man Guoding pinched the back of his hand gently. “Don’t 
worry. You're nominated for another award too. You've still got 
a chance.” 

Ling Meng tried to muster a smile. “You're gonna win that 
on. Talk more while you're onstage. I’m gonna pretend that I’m 
the one giving the speech.” 

The thought of Man Guoding winning an award lifted some- 
thing in Ling Meng’s chest. He didn’t feel so upset anymore. 

“The next award’s decided by the votes of Galaxy Legends 
players. The nominees for Most Popular Male Streamer are 
Mangosteen, a Kat-Fu streamer who won fans with his amazing 
gameplay and unique insights and rose to become one of the 
most popular Galaxy Legends streamers. Despite being new to 
commentating, he has quickly won many players over with his 
quick thinking and detailed analysis and is a rising star in the 
world of esports commentary. 

“The next nominee is Lemon, a new and popular streamer on 
Kat-Fu. Besides being a game streamer, he’s a great singer and 
ranks highly as an entertainment streamer as well. He's got his 
serious and cute moments. His fans address him by the respect- 
able title of ‘Lemon Daddy’. Lemon was involved in the produc- 
tion of an online variety show that has gone viral among Galaxy 


Legends players. Because of the show, he’s now one of the rising 
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media stars in Galaxy Legends. 

“And the next... 

“The Most Popular Male Streamer award goes to...” 

Ling Meng got ready to applaud. His eyes were bright with 
anticipation as he turned and stared at Man Guoding, ready to 
congratulate him the moment the host announced the results. 

“,..Lemon! Congratulations!” 

Ling Meng started clapping loudly. It took him a few seconds 
before he realised what he had just heard. His face was projected 
on the gigantic screen. Everyone, from members of the audience 
seated at the venue to the millions of viewers online, got to wit- 
ness the look of elation on Ling Meng’s face transform into one 
of utter confusion. 

“Methinks somebody thought Mangod was gonna win 
and started clapping before he realised what was going on. 
You see how he stopped clapping all of a sudden? Awkward 
[facepalm]” 

‘Just another regular day for silly ol Mengmeng” 

“Imma gonna laugh at this gif until the day | die” 

“Lemon Daddy to the panel of judges: u guys playing me?” 

Man Guoding had clapped alongside Ling Meng when 
the latter started clapping. He had to struggle to hold back 
his laughter when Ling Meng froze in stupor. He pulled Ling 
Meng up from his seat, threw his arms around him in a hug, 
then pushed him gently towards the stage. As he made his way 
towards the stage, Ling Meng felt as if he were drifting towards 
the stage in zero gravity. Everything felt so surreal, as if it were 
a dream, as he took the trophy from the host and walked up to 


the microphone. The audience burst out into laughter as they 
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stared at the dazed look on his face. Honestly, there was a rea- 
son why he was called a walking meme. Other streamers had to 
come up with memes. Ling Meng, on the other hand, was his 
own meme. After some time, the laughter finally died down. 

“Did the voting system malfunction?” Ling Meng finally 
blurted out. The audience doubled over in laughter again. 

“Breaking news! Winning streamer doubts outcome of 
vote!” 

“Oh man, I’m getting such a great workout from all the 
laughing!” 

“He's got 50% of all pro Galaxy Legends gamers out there 
campaigning for him. What's he doubting? His own capabili- 
ties or how popular the pro gamers truly are?” 

Ling Meng had not prepared a speech in case that he won 
this particular award. As for the speech he had prepared for 
winning Best New Streamer? He had forgotten it completely. 

“Erm, I didn’t expect to win this award at all. I thought... 
well, I’m still convinced that the voting system malfunctioned.” 
The audience roared in laughter. Ling Meng looked down and 
stared at his feet. “I didn’t prepare a thank-you speech. Every- 
one always tells you to never forget the reason why you started 
something. Well, I started streaming because I wanted to beat 
Mangod at it. When I got famous overnight after appearing on 
his channel, I got really envious of him. He had so many fans. 
They raised him up, and I wanted to surpass him, but I was no 
match for him. That was until I started streaming and got more 
and more fans. At that point, I’d forgotten why I started live 
streaming in the first place.” 


The crowd burst out into another round of laughter. 
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“Td like to thank all my fans. If I hadn’t started streaming, I 
wouldn’t have gotten the chance to know you guys. Thanks for 
all the support you've given me. You've never stopped singing 
my praises, trolling me, or posting stickers of me.” 

That earned another round of laughter from the audience. 
Ling Meng turned his gaze towards Man Guoding. His eyes 
were bright with emotion. 

“Thank you for raising me up so that I could stand shoulder 
to shoulder with the person I love. You are the reason why...” 
Ling Meng trailed off and fell silent for a long moment. 

“Omg | think I’m gonna cry” 

“Mengmeng’s thank you speech is moving me to tears” 

“We'll continue to raise you up, Mengmeng! We'll make 
sure you reach the stars!” 

“Roses are red, violets are blue, we'll raise Lemon Daddy 
up till he reaches the moon!” 

“,..1’'ve become a man worthy of his love,’ said Ling Meng. 

“LMAO” 

“Moved to tears a moment now. Laughing until I'm tearing 
right now” 

“| can't believe it. Did Mengmeng just call himself a man? 
Mengmeng, boy, have | got some shocking news for you” 

“| think | laughed so hard, | peed myself” 

“Don't think | can keep Mengmeng up with all that laugh- 
ing I'm doing. Oops!” 

“| guess men do have a way with thank you speeches” 

The director did the smart thing and turned the camera onto 
Man Guoding. Like everyone around him, he was doubling over 


with laughter. 
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Honestly, Ling Meng couldn't believe that he had won some- 
thing. He felt really emotional and had planned on moving the 
audience with a rousing speech. He didn’t expect them to burst 
out into laughter instead. He looked like a pufferfish with his 
cheeks puffed out in annoyance. 

“Fine, I know I’m not cut out for dramatics, but please, show 
your daddy some respect here.” The audience burst into laughter 
again. “You know, respect? The most important virtue of all the 
good old-fashioned virtues?” 

Ling Meng’s words were drowned in another wave of laugh- 
ter. 

“Guys, stop laughing. Lemon Daddy's trying to be serious 
here!” 

“Let’s all be good girls and boys and listen to our daddy” 

“That’s right. Kidding around ain't no laughing matter” 

“Remember, kids, laugh only when your daddy's being a 
joker” 

“Lastly, I'd like to thank everyone who's voted for me and ev- 
eryone who's canvassed votes for me. Becoming a live streamer 
changed my life. I honestly enjoy streaming and realised that 
this is what I'd like to do for the rest of my life. P'll work hard 
so that I can keep doing it.” Ling Meng bowed to the audience. 
“Galaxy Legends is a great game, and Mangod is a great guy!” 

A thunderous applause broke out. Ling Meng released a loud 
sigh of relief. The audience kept on applauding as he raced down 
the stage. Man Guoding gave him a big hug when he finally 
made his way back to his seat. The last few minutes had passed 
in a blur. They hadn’t had a chance to properly celebrate Ling 


Meng winning the award. 
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Man Guoding also ended up winning an award that the 
organiser had given to him for the efforts he had made in pro- 
moting Galaxy Legends—Best Ambassador. After the host 
announced his name, Man Guoding stood up, straightened his 
jacket, and calmly made his way towards the stage. 

“I would like to thank the committee for this award. I’d 
also like to thank the organisers, Kat-Fu, and my fans,” Man 
Guoding said politely as he went down the laundry list of peo- 
ple to thank. 

“Before I forget, I would also like to thank...” The perceptive 
director turned the camera on Ling Meng as Man Guoding 
deliberately dragged out his words. Everyone, including Ling 
Meng, held their breaths as they waited for Man Guoding to say 
Ling Meng’s name. Ling Meng straightened his back and tried 
to school his expression. He had to stop himself from smiling 
too much when Man Guoding said his name in a moment. He 
didn’t want to look too happy. After drawing out the moment, 
Man Guoding finally smiled and continued. *...Galaxy Legends’ 
randomiser.’ 

Ling Meng blinked. That wasn’t in the script. 

“We get randomly assigned to fight or team up with different 
players, regardless if it’s a ranked or casual match. Sometimes, 
we get teamed up with teammates who can read our minds. 
Sometimes, we get assigned to opponents who we are evenly 
matched with. Sometimes, we are assigned to complete noobs 
who frustrate us so much we end up destroying our mouse and 
keyboard. We may type a simple ‘GG’ and never see them again. 
We may add them as a friend and invite them to more team ups 


in the future. We may end up chatting the whole night away in- 
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stead of playing the game. The point is you'll never know wheth- 
er the next person you're randomly assigned to will be someone 
you like, someone you dislike,” Man Guoding’s eyes fell on Ling 
Meng, “or someone you'll fall in love with. 

“T want to thank Galaxy Legends’ randomiser for allowing 
me to meet that special person in my life. Out of tens of thou- 
sands of players, we decided to start a game at the same time and 
ended up getting to know each other at just the right time. This 
was a once-in-a-lifetime encounter, and it’s an encounter that I 
got because of Galaxy Legends. It might just be a game but it’s 
a game played by people like you and me. Of course, you have 
to be good at it to win over the person you like.” The audience, 
who had been moved to tears moments ago, giggled then. “By 
the way, I just want to say that you don’t have to worry about 
not having any fans to raise you up, because I’m here, and I'll be 
here to raise you up, all the way to the top.” 

Ling Meng could feel his palms stinging as he clapped furi- 
ously. 

“Finally, I hope everyone gets matched with that special per- 
son in their life. Thank you.” 

Everyone struggled to hold back their tears after listening to 
the moving speech. It was then that someone posted a danmu 
that ruined the moment. 

“Guys, come on. 99.9% of all Galaxy Legends players are 


guys. Mangod’s basically telling all of us to turn gay!” 


The award ceremony was a success. Soon, the new term at 
Yanshan began. Man Guoding pulled a sleepy Ling Meng out of 


bed early in the morning and coaxed him into getting out of the 
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house. 

“But I’m so sleepy,’ grumbled Ling Meng. 

“You can nap on the train. You wouldn’t want to be late on 
the first day of the new term, right?” 

Ling Meng yawned loudly as he followed Man Guoding and 
the neighbours on the same floor into the lift. He stared dazedly 
at the screen displaying the floor number as the lift descended. 
Meanwhile, Man Guoding’s neighbours, who appeared to know 
one another, had struck up a conversation. 

“Do you hear someone on our floor spanking their kid?” 

“Are you serious?” 

“J heard a kid crying and yelling for his daddy last night.” 

Ling Meng flushed instantly. He shifted further into the cor- 
ner and tried to hide behind Man Guoding. Luckily, nobody 
in the lift noticed him at all. Man Guoding raised his fist to his 
mouth and coughed awkwardly as he struggled not to laugh. 
Once they were out of the lift, Ling Meng waited for everyone 
else to walk off before smacking Man Guoding in a fit of rage. 

“This is all your fault, you perv!” 

Man Guoding laughed as he dodged Ling Meng’s half-heart- 
ed blows. “What did I do this time?” 

“You're the one who told me to say that!” 

“I did, but I didn’t tell you to be that loud.” 

“Stop laughing!” Ling Meng kicked Man Guoding in the 
shins. 

“You can’t blame me for that. I blame the guy I hang out 
with. He’s a bad influence.” 

“I’m not a bad influence. I’m the good influence!” 


“Are you sure? At least I’m a devoted boyfriend,” Man 
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Guoding whispered in Ling Meng’s ear. “You get everyone to 
call you ‘daddy’ I only want you to call me that.” 

Ling Meng gaped. “Pervert! Creep! Stop being so lewd in 
public!” 

Man Guoding laughed out loud. 

He escorted Ling Meng all the way to campus. As they went 
past the administrative office, Ling Meng saw someone standing 
in the middle of the street, staring at his phone. The guy and the 
uniform that he was wearing looked really familiar. Ling Meng 
approached the guy. His eyes widened in surprise when he real- 
ised that it was Ba Nana. 

“Guava? What are you doing here?” 

Ba Nana looked up. His eyes shifted slowly from Man 
Guoding to Ling Meng. “Haven't you heard? Universities are 
offering a gaming track to pro gamers now.” 

“But what about the tournament? Are you still going to go 
for training?” 

“I won't be attending university full-time. I just need to get 
enough credits to graduate.” 

“Hang on, Ling Meng said as he recalled the first time they 
had met in person. “But you told me you didn‘ like to study.” 

“I guess it depends on the university that I’m attending.” Ba 
Nana's gaze shifted between Man Guoding and Ling Meng. The 
corners of his lips quirked upwards in a faint smile. Ling Meng 
swore this was the first time he had seen Ba Nana smile. “Guess 


I’ll be seeing you around.” 
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cc? The Federation base’s HP is down to a few points! Con- 
gratulations to the first champion team of the Interna- 


tional Galaxy Legends Tournament— leam Fruits!” 


One week ago. 

It had been two months since the inaugural International 
Galaxy Legends Tournament began. After an exciting elimina- 
tion round, 48 teams from across the globe were finally whittled 
down to two. One of them was Team Fruits. As one of the two 
finalists in the international tournament, Team Fruits represent- 
ed something greater than themselves—they had become the 
face of the nation. Every Chinese national had their eyes on the 
team. It didn’t matter if you used to be anti-Team Fruits. You 
were now Team China, rallying around the national team and 
cheering for them. 

To capitalise on the hype, an official campaign supporting 
Team Fruits was launched. All Galaxy Legends players were 
called upon to support Team Fruits in any way they wanted. 


Everyone went wild—some pro gamers crossdressed during 
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their live streams. Some esports journalists conducted their live 
streams in swimsuits. The Galaxy Legends section on Kat-Fu 
buzzed with an unprecedented level of activity. 

As one of the official commentators for the tournament, Man 
Guoding and three of his fellow commentators got together 
and recorded an upbeat song to cheer the team on. As the most 
good-looking guy of the four, he ended up the main reason why 
people watched the music video. 

Meanwhile, all was quiet in Ling Meng’s channel. He was the 
only guy in the Galaxy Legends community who had not done a 


single thing for the campaign. 


Ling Meng sat in his gaming chair, swinging his legs lazily as 
he chatted with the viewers in the channel. 

“Have you heard Mangod’s latest song? I’ve been playing it 
for 12 hours, non-stop. I even edited a short audio clip from the 
song and set it as my ringtone. I can share the file with you guys 
if you want.” 

“Why didn't u team up with them for the recording, Meng- 
meng? Is it becuz ur a terrible singer and they don't want u on 
the team?” 

“It’s not because I’m a terrible singer, it’s because I’m not a 
commentator!” 

“Prove you re not a terrible singer then. Record a song!” 

Ling Meng switched the subject immediately. “Have you 
guys seen the music video? You should right now if you haven't. 
Mangod looks so fine in it. Almost as fine as me.” 

“If you're that fine, why don't you shoot your own MV?” 


A hand holding a coffee mug appeared in the frame suddenly. 
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Every viewer in Ling Meng’s channel knew whose hand that 
was. Ling Meng took the mug from Man Guoding. “Thanks for 
the cappuccino, Mangosteen.” 

“| knew it. Mengmeng wouldn't call someone fine if there's 
nothing in it for him. He’s got to say something nice after 
drinking the cappuccino Mangod made for him.” 

“What's wrong with that? I’m a nice guy, after all” said Ling 
Meng. 

“Lemon Daddy, Mr Nice Guy. One is snarky, the other is 
nice.” 

Ling Meng took a sip of the piping hot drink and nearly spat 
it out. “What the hell is this?” 

“Herbal tea. Your throat sounded hoarse this morning when 
you woke up. I was worried that you might be down with a 
cold.” 

“Thanks, I guess,’ Ling Meng said drily. 

“Mangod is so sweet. Can | have some herbal tea too?” 

“Herbal tea is bitter, Mengmeng is sweet. As for me, I’m 
feeling so sour watching the live stream, I’ve become a literal 
lemon” 

“Drink up, Mengmeng, while we make lemonade out of our 
lemons” 

Ling Meng did as he was told and finished the herbal tea. 

“Let’s stop joking around and get down to business. I’m not 
crossdressing for the Team Fruits campaign. You guys can keep 
sending me dresses. ’'m not gonna do it. I’m not gonna wear 
swimming trunks either. Where’s the moderator? I want a per- 
manent ban on the people who keep clamouring for me to get 


into a pair of swimming trunks!” 
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Profuse apologies and promises to stop demanding Ling 
Meng to put on a pair of swimming trunks flooded the screen 
instantly. 
“I’m not doing something that someone else has already done 


before. Nope, I’m gonna run!” 


Ling Meng had shown off the medals and trophies he had 
won for long-distance running during his live streams. Never- 
theless, his fans insisted that the races he had taken part in must 
have been for primary schoolers. Nobody took him seriously. 
When they heard that he was going to run to show his support 
for Team Fruits, everyone assumed he was just going to run one 
round around Team Fruits’ headquarters and call it a day—until 
Ling Meng shared the route that he would be running. 

@FAN A: are you really gonna run from the uni campus, 
through the esports district, until the venue for the finals? 
are you serious, mengmeng? that’s a full marathon 

@FAN B: a gaming nerd running a marathon? the organ- 
iser wants you to support team fruits, not unalive yourself 

@FAN C: thx for watching this episode of “streamer 
mengmeng attempts the impossible”! 

@FAN D: Lol Ll call u daddy if u manage to do it 

Man Guoding immediately reblogged the post and tagged on 
the words, “All the best!” 

Everyone was convinced that Ling Meng was just talking big, 
but he knew that Ling Meng had started secretly training for 
the run two months ago. He started running in the morning 
since the elimination round began. Man Guoding couldn't out- 


run Ling Meng, so he cycled along every morning instead and 
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watched as Ling Meng steadily increased the number of rounds 
he was running from ten to twenty, then to thirty. 

“I’ve been running long-distance since I was a kid, but I’ve 
never tried a marathon. I really wanna try it one time. Since 
we're gonna hold the first international Galaxy Legends tourna- 
ment here, I’ll run to support our home team. It'd be great if I 
could do that in two months,’ Ling Meng said then. 

Honestly, Man Guoding couldn't bear to see Ling Meng 
work so hard every day. “Have you considered the possibility 
that all the national teams might get kicked out during the elim- 
ination round? You would've trained for nothing.” 

“It wouldn’t be for nothing,’ Ling Meng said as he did his 
warm ups. “Pro gamers don’t know how long their esports ca- 
reers are gonna last, but they’re still training really hard every 
day, aren't they? Running a marathon is about challenging your- 
self. It’s about persevering and never giving up. Coming in first 
is important, but the message I want to tell the world is that it’s 
alright if we don’t get first place as long as we hold fast to our 
dreams. Besides, I believe in our teams. Ba Nana, Yan Mu, and 
the others are world class gamers. I’m confident that some of 
them will emerge as a finalist and that their abilities will be rec- 
ognised by the world.” 

Ling Meng was done with his warm up. “Let’s try for 35 


rounds today. Do keep up.” 


The organiser set up a special training room in the hotel 
where the athletes were staying in. While Team Veggies only 
managed to last until the semifinals, they didn’t take this chance 


to take a break and instead decided to stay behind and help 
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Team Fruits with their training. Every player from every pro- 
fessional team in the country rallied together. Right now, they 
weren't rivals but allies. 

They were in the training room now. Something felt different 
today. 

“In another ten minutes, Lemon Daddy’s gonna run around 
the city in a gesture of support for us. Kat-Fu is gonna live 
stream the entire marathon. Captain, are you sure you don't 
wanna see him start the race before you start training?” 

Ba Nana stared at his screen as he started his 100,00 1st target 
practice. 

“We're having a training match in five minutes. Are you sure 
youre all prepped and ready for that?” 

“But—” 

“Why do you think they’re working so hard to show their 
support for you? So that you can slack off and not train?” Ba 
Nana said slowly and with a rare verbosity as he gunned down 
enemy units with increasing precision. 

Che Rui made his way over to them and pressed Pan Apo 
into his chair. 

“Team Veggies gave up on their chance to go on a holiday, 
shared their tactics and strategies with us, and tried to emulate 
our opponent’s techniques. Why do you think they’re doing 
that? Lemon’s not the only guy whos cheering for us. Our sup- 
port staff and the staff working on the tournament are doing 
everything they can for us. We’ve only got one job—and that is 
to win!” 

Team Fruits’ coach walked in then. “Time’s up. Team Veg- 


gie is ready. Our goal is to win all five matches. Now get in the 
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room and get ready!” 


Ling Meng was doing warm ups at the starting line, wearing 
Team Fruits’ jersey. Besides flooding his channel, his fans who 
were living in Hushuo had formed cheerleading teams and 
turned up at the venue. They said that they were there to cheer 
Ling Meng on, but in reality, they were there to watch him make 
a fool of himself. 

“Who's betting that Mengmeng gives up after 50 metres? 
How about 100 metres?” 

“You underestimate him. I think he can at least run 200 me- 
tres before he throws in the towel.” 

“I can see the taxi that Mangod’s called for in the distance. It’s 
waiting exactly at the 200-metre mark.” 

Pi Daya had his live streaming equipment ready and his cam- 
era pointed at the star of the event. Meanwhile, Man Guoding 
was helping Ling Meng get ready. 

“Perseverance is a good quality, but so is knowing when to 
quit. I'll be right by your side the entire time.’ 

Ling Meng leapt to his feet. 

“T know. I'll slow down if I can’t take it. I won't push myself.” 
He waved at the camera. “Are you ready for the show to start?” 

“We've turned the air conditioner on and got the popcorn 
ready. We'll be watching you, Mengmeng” 

Ling Meng turned to the people around him. “Hi, everyone. 
How are you doing?” 

“We've got our snacks and water,’ someone said. “We'll be 
snacking while youre running.” 


Ling Meng turned his eyes towards the distance. “I see some 
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folks hanging out in the trees. Wassup, guys!” 

Man Guoding laughed. “Stop fooling around. You're going to 
wear yourself out this way.” 

“Mengmeng,” Pi Daya said. “It’s time!” 

Ling Meng nodded. Everyone cleared the path for him. Be- 
fore Ling Meng took off, he raised his index finger and pointed 
at the sky. The message was clear—Team Fruits for the win. 
‘They were going to win. 

“All the best, Mengmeng!” the crowd started to cheer. Ling 
Meng shook his head. Man Guoding got what he meant. 

“Team Fruits for the win!” Man Guoding yelled. 

“Team Fruits for the win!” echoed everyone else. “Team 
Fruits for the win!” 

Those who hadn't caught on the first time finally did and 
joined in. 

“Team Fruits for the win!” 

Everyone started cheering at the top of their voice. 

“Team Fruits for the win!” 


Ling Meng sprung forward and started running. 


The crowd, who had intended to sit around and munch on 
their snacks, trailed behind Ling Meng and sent him off. 

“You can do it, Lemon Daddy!” 

“Did anyone call a taxi so that they'll be there at the finish 
line if Lemon Daddy finishes the run?” 

“T did! I have faith in Lemon Daddy. He'll finish the run!” 


Meanwhile, in the Kat-Fu channel. 


“It’s so unfair. | want to be at the venue too! | want to be 
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there to support Mengmeng!” 

“The atmosphere feels awesome. | can almost imagine the 
Olympic torch in Mengmeng's hand!” 

“Is there still time for me to book a plane ticket to Hushuo 
now?” 

“Come on, do you know how hard it is to get a ticket to the 
finals? | bet the hotels in Hushuo are all fully booked.” 

“| never expected the first shot that’s fired for the finals to 
the international tournament would be for Lemon Daddy’s 


run. | guess that’s why he’s our daddy.” 


Meanwhile, in the hotel's training room. 

“Apo, watch out! An ambush at your 11 o'clock!” 

“Lai Qi, regroup with Apo quickly. Kaduo, disrupt Yam’s ra- 
dar and stop his explosions!” 

“The reinforcements aren't here yet. There’s no time left. At- 


tack!” 


Ling Meng inhaled and exhaled evenly. He kept on running 
steadily. The audience watched with bated breath, waiting for 
the moment when he would stop. After some time, they started 
praying for him to keep going. 

“Is this the same Mengmeng that | know? The snarky 
Mengmeng that | know?” 

“Is this some kind of deepfake? | think the last time | did a 
long-distance run was when | had to do the 800-metre run 
for PE in school” 

“This is 100% real! Mengmeng’s clocked 5km! Everyone's 


shocked that he’s come so far!” 
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“Nobody's gonna call us gaming nerds anymore after they 
see this” 

More Galaxy Legends fans turned up as Ling Meng kept run- 
ning. Every player who was there with Ling Meng couldn't stop 
themselves from running alongside him, albeit for a short dis- 
tance, before tiring and stopping. As they came to a stop, they 
would holler at Ling Meng. “Keep going, Mengmeng! Team 
Fruits for the win!” 

The commotion caught the attention of passers-by. “Is this 
some kind of event? Are you guys giving out free eggs?” 

“It’s part of a campaign we're doing to support the interna- 
tional Galaxy Legends tournament finals. The match is going to 
take place tomorrow morning. Don’t forget to catch it online!” 

“Oh, that’s a computer game, right? Those are for kids. Not 
interested.” 

“It’s not just a computer game. It’s an esport. It’s Team China 
versus a team from another country. They're representing our 
country on the international stage. We don’t have eggs to give 
out, but the owner of Team Fruits has promised to give away 
10,000 Mokia banana phones if Team Fruits wins the tourna- 
ment.” 

“Ten thousand phones? Well, I’m gonna watch the tourna- 
ment for that.” 

An OB van followed Ling Meng, filming him as he kept on 
running. Man Guoding popped his head out from the window. 
He sprayed water on Ling Meng to cool him down. 

“Can you go on?” 

Ling Meng gave him an “OK” sign. 


Pi Daya got a few more shots of Ling Meng before turning 
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the camera on the audience. He also took a few shots of Man 
Guoding. 

“I’m gonna ask you a few questions, Mangod.” 

“Okay.” 

“You're always by Ling Meng’s side, but now, you have to 
watch by the sidelines while Ling Meng runs alone. Does that 
make you feel powerless and upset?” 

Man Guoding laughed. “Well, I have to commentate alone, 
and Mengmeng is on his own when he goes off to do his inter- 
views. Everyone's got a role to play and stuff that they're good 
at.” His gaze was gentle but firm as he stared out the window at 
Ling Meng. “I'll do my best to be there for him always, but I’ve 
got my own dreams and aspirations too. As long as we keep ad- 
vancing towards our goals, we don’t have to worry about being 
left behind. I know I can’t complete the 40km with him, but 
I can wait for him at the finish line and celebrate his triumph 
with him.” 

“T feel like a third wheel in a four-wheeler,’ said Pi Daya. 

Meanwhile, the online viewers were bemoaning the fact that 
they were stuck watching the live stream instead of being there 


in real life. 


Somewhere in the hotel, Team Fruits’ coach had just called 
for a break. 
“That was great! We'll have a fifteen minutes’ break before we 


go for another match!” 


The run would end at a hotel near the tournament venue. 


Besides esports players who were competing in the tournament, 
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Galaxy Legends fans from all across the globe who were there to 
watch the finals were also staying in that hotel. The commotion 
downstairs caught their attention. 

“Sounds like a party downstairs. Did one of the players just 
step in or out of the hotel?” 

As they gazed down from their window, they saw a group of 
Team Fruits fans lining the street leading up to the hotel. They 
were holding a Team Fruits banner and waiting for Ling Meng 
to cross the finish line of his solo marathon. 

Ling Meng was utterly drenched. The air around him sizzled 
with heat. His toned limbs cut through the air as they moved on 
autopilot while his eyes stared straight at the finish line. They 
remained as bright and sharp as when he had first started the 
run. 

When he was a hundred metres away from the finish line, 
Man Guoding jumped out of the van and placed a Team Fruits 
flag in Ling Meng’s hands. 

The crowd roared. Someone started cheering again. 

“Team Fruits!” yelled someone. 

“For the win!” replied the rest. 

“Team Fruits!” someone yelled again, louder this time. 

“For the win!” replied the crowd, louder still. 

The cheering rose in volume until it drowned out everything 
else. 

“Team Fruits!” 

“For the win!” 

Team Fruits’ flag streamed from Ling Meng’s shoulders as he 
crossed the finish line amidst the cheers of the fans. The next 


second, he stumbled and fell into Man Guoding’s arms. Every- 
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one cheered thunderously. 

“Get up, Mengmeng!” 

“You're the best, Mengmeng!” 

“You're too OP when it comes to long-distance running!” 

Ling Meng was limp in Man Guoding’s arms. The latter 
pulled him upright, threw Ling Meng’s arm around his shoulder 
and started walking slowly. Meanwhile, everyone was cheering. 

“Slow down. Catch your breath before you drink some water. 
Come on, listen to my breathing and breathe with me.” 

This felt so surreal to Ling Meng. Sweat got into his eyes as he 
opened them wide and gave Man Guoding a questioning look. 
The latter knew exactly what he was asking. 

“You did it. You actually did it. You’re amazing, Mengmeng.” 

Ling Meng released a loud sigh of relief. His eyes fluttered 
shut as he went limp. Gasps of alarm rose from the crowd. 

“Mengmeng!” 

Man Guoding tightened his arms around Ling Meng and 
kept him upright as Ling Meng waved weakly at the crowd be- 
hind him while keeping his eyes shut. His fans released a sigh of 
relief. 

“I knew Mengmeng could do it! That’s why he’s our daddy!” 

“Look at how hard Daddy worked. We gotta cheer real loud 
for Team Fruits tomorrow. We're gonna be the loudest cheer- 
leaders of all!” 

“That's right! Guys, where are our mics and amplifiers? Bring 


them in!” 


Team Fruits finally ended their fifth training match. Ba Nana 
displayed an astounding APM as he exited the game and joined 
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Ling Meng’s live stream channel. He was greeted with the sight 
of a massive crowd and line after line of danmu and gifts scroll- 
ing down the screen. Ba Nana stared blankly at the screen. 

“Hey, Lemon Daddy completed his run,’ said Pan Apo. “Our 
captain must feel terrible for missing everything.” 

Che Rui walked up to the window. “Guys, take a look out- 
side.” 

Team Fruits’ flags and signs filled the streets. 

“T think you should go down and talk to the fans,” said the 


> 
team’s coach. 


“Team Fruits is here!” screamed someone in the crowd. 

Ling Meng, who had finally caught his breath, turned and 
saw the five main members of Team Fruits walk out of the hotel. 
The fans wouldn't stop screaming as they fought to get closer to 
the team. Ling Meng and Man Guoding ended up being pushed 
towards Team Fruits, stopping only a mere two metres away 
from them. Even though the team didn’t bring their security de- 
tail with them, nobody took a single step up the stairs leading to 
the hotel. 

“Banana, you'll always be a god above the rest!” 

“Cherry, you can do anything!” 

“Lychee, don’t get too excited tomorrow. Remember to keep 
your cool!” 

“Pineapple, don’t cry. Mummy loves you!” 

“Avocado, youre the yummiest fruit of them all!” 

A flushed Ling Meng waved at Ba Nana while leaning heavily 
against Man Guoding. He still had Team Fruits’ flag clutched 
tightly in his hands. The five members of Team Fruits exchanged 
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a look with one another. Without saying a single word, they 
formed a line. 

“Ready?” Ba Nana asked softly. 

The five players looked at their supporters then bowed to- 
gether. 

“The next time we do, it'll be on stage, for the finals,’ said Ba 
Nana. 

Only the winning team was allowed to bow to the audience 


to show their appreciation at the end of the match! 


Man Guoding sat down at the commentator’s station be- 
fore the match started. The stadium was filled with all sorts of 
LED signs made by fans. The sound of cheering rose and fell 
like waves. The cameras switched suddenly. The next second, 
Ling Meng saw himself on the huge screen, seated among other 
audience members in the first row. He jumped to his feet imme- 
diately and started waving the Team Fruits flag in his hands. On 
the flag were the autographs of the Team Fruit members and 
their fans. 

“Team Fruits!” Ling Meng yelled at the top of his voice. 

“For the win!” roared the rest of the stadium. 

“Did this guy really run a marathon yesterday? He’s still 
buzzing with energy. Unbelievable!” said another commentator 
teasingly. He turned towards the guest. “Did you watch the live 
stream yesterday?” 

“I did. I believe Lemon Daddy is trying to lead by example 
and tell us that all athletes, regardless whether they're competing 
in traditional sports or esports, share something in common— 


their spirit of perseverance and never giving up. He's also trying 
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to tell the players that they’re not alone. We're all in this togeth- 


»” 


er. 
“What do you think, Mangod?” the commentator asked. 
“Lemon’s got such great stamina. Has that ever caused you any 


trouble 2” 


Man Guoding simply smiled. Ling Meng had accomplished 


what he set out to do. Now, it was his turn. 


“The finals of the first ever International Galaxy Legends 


Tournament begins now.” 
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cc H i, everyone, thanks for joining our live streaming ses- 
sion. I’m Lemon, the daddy who’s loved you guys like 


his very own son for over a decade. I’m standing outside First 
Tournament Stadium in the eSports District, where the finals 
of the 2024 Galaxy Legends Tournament are going to be held 
today. We'll be seeing the same familiar faces later—Team Fruits 
and Team Veggies.” 

Ling Meng looked spirited on camera. Hanging around his 
neck was a special pass for journalists. As compared to when he 
first entered the field of live streaming, he looked more mature 
and professional. That was, until the word “daddy” spilt from his 
lips. That was when the fans realised that this was still the same 
trollish daddy they knew. 

“Nobody can leave Lemon Daddy’s channel calmly and 
without the urge of beating him up” 

“New generations of pro gamers in GL have risen up the 
ranks and retired. Meanwhile, Lemon Daddy is still the same 
old Lemon Daddy” 


“Lemon, our family-friendly streamer. The evergreen stal- 
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wart of Galaxy Legends” 

Ling Meng ignored the comments filling the screen because, 
come on, how rude. In the background, fans who had arrived to 
watch the finals turned around and waved at the camera as they 
walked past. Some of them even started dancing behind Ling 
Meng. 

“Check out the crowd. Fans of both teams have turned up at 
the stadium to support their favourite team and players. Let's 
interview one of them.” Ling Meng pretended to look around 
before pointing at someone in the distance. “Check out the sign 
that cute guy is holding. He looks interesting. He’s gonna be our 
first lucky interviewee today.’ 

Ling Meng and his cameraman ran towards the guy. He 
shoved the mic at the back of the stranger’s head. 

“Sir, we're conducting a random interview before the match. 
Will you answer a few questions?” said Ling Meng, stressing 
the words “Sir” and “random” as if Man Guoding were a com- 
plete stranger. The latter looked as lost as ever when he turned 
around. 

“Wow, this guy looks like your everyman on the street. He's 
got such a nondescript face, you prolly can't find him in a sea 
of ppl. It's amazing how Lemon Daddy managed to pick him 
from the massive crowd” 

“Lemon Daddy's getting real good at picking up guys” 

“| guess this is another one of ur roleplays?” 

Ling Meng wiggled his eyebrows at Man Guoding. The latter 
realised what he was trying to do. He had to stop himself from 
laughing out loud. 

“Sure, buddy. Fire away.” 


-408- 


Streaming ((e)) 


Extra 02 


“A random stranger vs a journalist aka how | met your 
mother” 

“Playing along like an Oscar winner” 

Ling Meng cleared his throat and gave Man Guoding a dead 
serious look. “Can you tell us your name?” 

“My last name is Man.” 

“Sure. Post-production team, please caption the kind sir as 
‘Mr Man, the kind Samaritan” 

“You're live streaming this. You have no post-production 
team to speak of. All you've got are viewers and their danmu” 

“The kind Samaritan keeps his full name private because 
he's not doing it for the fame. How charitable” 

“Second question,’ said Ling Meng. “Do you play Galaxy 
Legends?” 

“T do. I’ve been a loyal fan since my university days. I’ve since 
graduated, but I still play a couple of matches every day to make 
sure my play doesn’t fall.” 

“Do you watch gaming live streams regularly? Any streamers 
whom you like in particular?” 

“That's a little forward. Why don't you just ask him if he 
likes you?” 

“Lemon Daddy is being so obvious. Only an idiot can't tell 
what he's tryna do” 

“Yup, I do. I’m quite the fan of a family-friendly streamer on 
Kat-Fu. While he’s not the best Galaxy Legends player among 
the streamers—” 

“Hey, what do you mean by that?” Ling Meng moved his mic 
away. He looked unhappy. “That’s a lie. Take it back.” 


Ling Meng turned towards the camera. “Cut that bit out. 
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Countless rows of question marks flooded the channel. 

Man Guoding changed his tone wisely. “I like this streamer. 
He’s the best Galaxy Legends player of all the streamers, and he’s 
the cutest too. He’s got the sweetest smile and the most stickers. 
His live streams are the most interesting, and he’s the nicest to 
his fans.” 

Ling Meng couldn't hide the smug look on his face. His dim- 
pled, wide smile was plain for all to see. 

“How much did Mengmeng pay Mangod to say that?” 

“You might be a professional cheerleader who cheers for 
Lemon indiscriminately, but you're not wrong when you say 
that he’s got the sweetest smile” 

“The nicest to his fans? Love may make you blind but it 
shouldn't make you a liar too!” 

“You've got keen perception, my friend. Can you show the 
camera the sign you're holding?” 

“Sure.” 

Man Guoding held his sign up proudly. The word “Lemon” 
was printed in a huge font size on it. Next to the word was a 
cute and simple image of a lemon with bared teeth. 

“This interesting sign is the reason why out of tens of thou- 
sands of people, I picked you for an interview.” 

“It’s my honour, Man Guoding replied with a smile. 

“It's why out of tens of thousands of people, | picked you” 

“You're too OP at flirting uwu” 

“Right, let's move on to the serious questions now, said Ling 
Meng. 


“Weren't the earlier questions serious questions? Was he 
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fooling around on the job? I’ve reported him” 

“Which team are you gonna be cheering for today?” 

Man Guoding looked torn. “That’s a tough question. I’ve got 
family members on both teams. Obviously, I don’t want to see 
them face off against each other in the finals, but the fact that 
they managed to last till the finals is a testament to their capa- 
bilities. They've both proved that they could be the champion.” 

“Yam is a veteran player from Team Veggies. His performance 
hasn't deteriorated with his age but has, in fact, gotten more 
stable. The team’s win rate against Team Fruits has steadily in- 
creased too. What are your views on this player?” 

“Looking at him today, you wouldn't imagine that he had 
gotten demoralised over losing to a young prodigy and actually 
contemplated retiring. Luckily, he got over his slump and found 
a strategy that fit him better. When it comes to esports, natural 
talent is important, but so is hard work.” 

“Are you implying that Yam lacks natural talent?” Ling 
Meng shot back. What he got was an earnest reply from Man 
Guoding. 

“There’s a one in a million chance of becoming a professional 
esports athlete. Anyone whos made it so far has to have natural 
talent. Knowing how to put in the work becomes all the more 
precious when youre surrounded by prodigies. While natural 
talent dictates how high you can rise, hard work determines 
how far you'll get.” 

“Let’s talk about Mandarin, the rookie member of Team 
Fruits. He’s in his first year of playing esports professionally, and 
he’s already playing in the finals. Many esports professionals be- 


lieve that he might be the next Banana.” 
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“Mandarin’s neither the next Banana nor Yam’s cousin. He’s 
Mandarin. He’s a unique entity in the game. Besides being new 
faces in the tournament, young capable athletes bring with them 
new and different gameplays, zest, and a strong fighting spirit. 
This is the first year that Mandarin is participating in a profes- 
sional tournament. It might also be Yam’s last year in one. I’m 
going to be torn between happiness and sorrow, no matter who 
wins the tournament. But the game is fair. Sympathy points 
won't count towards a win. As long as it’s a match, there's gonna 
be a winner and a loser. Somebody’s gonna be happy, and some- 
body’s gonna be sad. That’s what makes esports so exciting.” 

“This guy can really talk. | was just curious, but now I'm se- 
riously moved to tears. What's going on?” 

“You sound like you’re commentating when you said that. 
Are you rehearsing your post-match speech?” 

“Let me take a look at the guest commentator for the finals. 
Mangosteen. What a familiar ID” 

Man Guoding took a look at the time. “I’m really honoured 
to be interviewed by you. Unfortunately, the producer is look- 
ing for me. I’ve gotta go.” 

“I’ve got one final question!” Ling Meng grabbed his arm. 
“How are you going to hold the sign up when youre commen- 
tating? Are you going to do it in the commentator'’s station? 
Seems like such a waste if you end up not doing anything with 
it.” 

“Congratulations, Mangod. You're gonna be the first guest 
to be expelled from the commentator’s station for holding up 
asign” 


“Nape, I’m not gonna imagine what that's gonna look like” 


-412- 


Streaming ((e)) 


Extra 02 


“I got someone to reserve a spot for me in the stands on the 
second floor. I'll hang the sign on the wall. Everyone’s gonna see 
it.” 

“Make sure you don’t stick it in the corner or else daddy’s 
gonna seem like he’s got no fans.” 

Man Guoding held in his laughter. “I'll have Team Fruits’ 
sign on the left, Team Veggies’ sign on the right, and yours right 
in the middle. You happy now?” 

“That sounds more like it.” 

“Lo and behold, the most eye-catching person in the fi- 
nals!” 

“Yam and Mandarin can step aside. Lemon Daddy's the real 
star of the show today!” 

“What a touching interview with a random stranger!” 

Man Guoding bade the audience a hasty farewell and left. 
The game hadn’t started. Nevertheless, you could hear the fans 
cheering in the stadium. Everyone had become infected with 
the excitement in the air. Be it the fans who were in the stadium 
to support their teams or viewers watching the match in front 
of their screens, this match was for each and every one of them, 
not just the victorious team. That was part of esports charm. 

Ling Meng took a deep breath. “Who's gonna win the finals 
and emerge as the champion of the 2024 Galaxy Legends Tour- 


nament? Let’s watch and find out!” 
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Lemon Daddy’s Theme Song 


“The Lemon That Became My Daddy”, sung to the melody 
of “We've All Been Forgotten” / “The Whale That Became an 
Island” in the sequence of ABABC 


A 

Next to the station is a mandarin tree 
Where a ginger cat’s sleeping 

Off it slips, this fat old cat 


Sending mandarins tumbling 


And in your phone lie all my stickers 
GIFs of my face are always smiling 
Lessons learnt are made to last 


Daddy’s love is everlasting 


Like lemonades in the summer 


Like a harbour’s fort in the storm 
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A star that lights up the night 
A dawn that turns dark to light 


Just hold tight and do what daddy says 
He'll show you the way 


B 

Daddy's so amazing 

Look at him go crazy 

Leaving all his enemies quaking in fear 
Hugs and kisses for his cheerleaders 
Dont be like those nasty trolls 


Have his babies, prove your love, dear 


His dimples are the cutest 

His smiles are soft but fierce 

The only family-friendly streamer we've got 
Keep up the online chatting 

But don’t forget the gifting 

Kibbles, catnip, canned food, and cat trees too 


And maybe a cat-yard 


C 

While you work, I’m roaming 

You're carrying, and I’m cheering 

Let’s go screw with everyone crossing our paths 
Some stars can shine too brightly 

Or sometimes love’s just blinding 


If you love me, let me go rogue 
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Take his hand, oh Daddy 
Show them what they're missing 
Queerbaiting on stream for fortune and fame 
Live streaming since forever 
There's stuff I never told ya 
It’s a secret no one has ever learnt 


Daddy ain’t no bottom 
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Let’s Learn Their Names! 


Ling Meng / Lemon 
Man Guoding / Mangosteen 
Ba Nana / Banana 

Pi Daya / Pitaya 

Du Lian / Durian 

Su Beili / Strawberry 
Che Rui / Cherry 

Lai Qi / Lychee 

Pan Apo / Pineapple 
Fu Kaduo / Avocado 
Lan Budan / Rambutan 
Yan Mu / Yam 

Man Daren / Mandarin 
Long An / Longan 
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Let’s Learn Math Together! 


A barrel of lemons is divided amongst Tom, Dick, and Harry. 
Tom takes one-fifth plus five lemons. Dick takes one-fourth plus 
seven lemons. Harry takes half of what remains. One-eighth of 
the original quantity remains in the barrel. How many lemons 
were there in the barrel in the first place? 


Answer: 5X4X2=40 lemons 


END 
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